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PREFACE. 



Ballads and Songs have at all times formed no 

mean portion of the literature of our country, and 

from the earliest period we may trace their influence 

on the minds and habits of the people. 

^ At the present time, when music is universally 

admired and cultivated in every part of Europe, and 

^^ the taste for singing has so much increased, the 

^ Proprietor trusts that no apology is necessary on his 

^* part in presenting this little Volume of Lyrics to the 

world, possesshig as it does such rare materials— the 

choicest gems of our living poets, as well as those of 

(^9 bye-^ne times, many of which cannot be printed in 

ft any work of a similar description. To make this 

^*> Book such as it is, has been a task of no ordinary 

•^ difficulty; requiring great hiterest, labour, and per- 

<^ severance, together with no inconsiderable pecuniary 

sacrifice, on the part of the Proprietor. To work out 

J his object— that this Collection shall be superior to 
every other, and, at the same time, become useful as 
'^'"^ well as amusing— the name of every Music Publisher 
,^^ holding the respective copyrights, has been attached to 
'^ the songs ; whereby persons redding In the country 
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will be enabled to know the correct editions, when 
they require the music, and, by this means, prevent 
spurious copies being foisted upon them. 

To those Music Publishers who have so hand- 
somely aided him, the Proprietor returns his warmest 
thanks, feeling sensible that by their kind assistance, 
the value of his little Work has been much enhanced 

To the Public and his Friends the Proprietor 
ventures to express fervent hopes, that the mode in 
which the Volume is presented to them will secure 
him their favour and patronage ; assuring them, that 
neither expense nor exertion has been spared to make 
his Collection the best and cheapest extant, and worthy 
their support. 
August, 1844, 



CAUTION. 

As the words of all the Copyright Songs in this 
Collection are inserted with express permission from 
the respective Proprietors, publishers of song-books 
and others are hereby cautioned from printing or 
pirating the same ; as, in the event of their so doing, 
legal proceedini^s will be immediately taken against 
them. 
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POPULAR SONGS. 



GOD SAVE THE QUEEN. 

With additional verses. Music— at Z. T. Purday'a, 
^ Holborn. 

God save our gracious Queen, 
Long li^ie our noble Queen, 

God save the Queen t 
Send her victorious, 
Happy and glorious. 
Long to reign over us, 

God save the Queen! 

O Lord, our God, arise, 
Scatter her enemies. 

And make them Ml! 
Confound their politics, 
Frustrate their knavish tricks. 
On her oiur hopes wo fix, 

God save us all! 

Thv choicest gifts in store. 
Deign on our Queen to pour, 

Long may she reign : 
May she defend our laws. 
And ever ^ve us cause, 
To sing with heart-applause, 

God save the Queen ! 

B 
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O Lord, her Consort bless, 
Grant him in happiness. 

With her to reign! 
In virtues great and strongs 
May Albert's name be long, 
The theme of Britain's song, 

God saTe the Queen! 

Oh! whilst the nation hails. 
Our true-bom Prince of Wales, 

May it be seen. 
On Brunswick's royal line. 
That still thy light divine. 
Its radiance sheds faoiign, 

God save the Queen! 



FAREWELL, MY TRIM-BUILT 
WHERRY. 
Musie-^t D'AImaine and Co% 
Then farewell, my trim-built wherry. 
Oars, and coat, and badge, fareweDj 
Never more at Chelsea ferry 
Shall your Thomas take a spelL 

For to hope and peace a stranger, 

In the battle's neat Til go, 
Where, expos'd to ev'r^ danger. 

Some Mildly ball wiH lay me l«w. 

Then, mayhap, when ho^^^ard steering, 
With the news my messmates come. 

Even you, my story hearing, 

With a aigh, may cry, Poor Tom 1 
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OLD KING COLE. 

Mii8k>~at Willis's. 

Old King Cole 
Was a merry old sonl. 
And a merry old sod was he ; 
He called for his pipe, 
. And he called for his bowl. 
And he called for his fiddlers three. 
Every fiddler had a fine fiddle, 
And a Tery fine fiddle had he : 
Tweedle twee, tweedle twee, went the fiddler, 
Tweedle, tweedle, twee I 
And so merry well all be, 

Tweedle twee ! 
For there's none so rare, 
As can compare. 
To the Sons of Harmony ! 

Old King Cole 
Was a- merry old soul. 
And a merry old soul was he ; 
He called for his pipe. 
And he called for his bowl, 
And he called for his pipers three. 
Every piper had a fine pipe. 
And a very fine pipe had he : 
Toodle loo, toodle loo, went the piper ; 
Toodle loodle loo I 
And so merry, &c. 

Old King Cole 
Was a merry old soul. 
And a merry old soul was he i 
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A.e called for his pipe. 
And he called for his bowl, 
And he called for his harpers three. 
Every harper had a fine harp. 
And a very fine harp had ne : 
Twang a twang, twang a twang, went the 
harper ; 
Twang a twang a twang ! 
And so merry, &c. 

Old King Cole 
Was a merry old soul, 
And a merry old soul was he ; 
He called for his pipe. 
And he called for his bowl, 
And he called for his drummers three. 
Every drummer had a fine drum. 
And a very fine drum had he ; 
Hub a dub, rub a dub, went the drammer. 
Rub a dub a dub ! 

And so merry, Sec, 

THE MAID OF JUDAH. 
Mualc— at Wybrow's. 
" No more shall the children of Judah sing 

The lay of a happier time ; 
Nor strike the harp with the golden string, 

'Neath the sun of an eastern cKme." 
This was the lay of a Jewish maid. 
But not in her father^s bowers ; 
So sweetly she sang, as in silence she stray'd 
O'er the ruins of Babylon's towers. 

No more shaH, 5cc. 
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" Oh ! where are the sons of mine «ncient race. 

Who were born but the jav*lin to bear ? 
How fall'n is that city, whose wreck I trace, 

Thoagh once 'twas so lovely and fair ; 
The fi[reen grass grows on that fertile spot, 

Where once grew sweetest flowers ; 
Land of my kindred, thoult ne'er be forgot, 

Whilst a min remains of thy towers!" 

No more shall, &c. 



THE LADS OF THE VILLAGE. 

Mu8io~-<t JefFeryB Se Nelwm's. 

While the lads of the village shall merrily, ah, 

Sound their tabors, 111 hand thee along, 
And I say unto thee, that merrily, ah. 
Thou and I will be first in the throng. 

While the lads, &c. 

Just then, when the youth who last year won 
the dower. 
And his mate, shall the sports have begun. 
When the gay voice of glacmess resounds from 
each bower. 
And thou longest in thy heart to make one. 
While the kids, &c. 

Those joys that are harmless what mortal can 
blame? 
'Tis my maxim that youth should be fi-ee $ 
And to prove that my words and my deeds are 
the same. 
Believe thou shalt presenUy see. 

WhUe the lads. ka. 
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ALL'S WELL. 
Mnsio— at Metsler's. 
Deserted by the waning moon. 
When skies proclaim night's cheerless noon. 
On tower, or fort, or tented ground, 
The sentry walks his lonely round I 
And should a footstep haply stray 
Where caution marks the guarded way, 
"Who goes there ? Stranger, quickly tell ;" 
" A friend"— the word-^* Good night— All's 
well." 

Or, sailing on the midnight deep. 
While weary messmates soundly sleep, 
The careful watch patrols the deck, 
To ^ard the ship from foes or wreck. 
And while his thoughts oft homeward veer. 
Some well-known voice salutes his ear, 
** What cheer ! Oh brother, quickly tell I" 
"Above! below! goodnight! All's well." 



ROCK'D INT THE CRADLE OF THE 
DEEP. 
Music— at Duff & Go's. 
Rock'd in the cradle of the deep 
I lay me down in peace to sleep ; 
Secure I rest upon the wave, 
For thou, O Lord, hast power to save! 
I know thou wilt not slight my call. 
For thou dost mark the sparrow's fall ; 
And calm and peaceful shall I sleep, 
Rock'd in the cradle of the deep. 
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POPULAR S0N08. 7 

And such the trust that still were mine, 
Tho' stormy winds sweep o*er the brine ; 
Or thro' the tempest's fiery breath. 
Bouse me from slumber to wreck and death ; 
In the ooean-caye, still safe with thee, 
The germ of immortality ! 
And calm and peaceful shall I sleep 
Rock'd in the cradle of the deep. 



WHERE THE BEE SUCKS, THERE 
LURK I. 

Music— at Coventry's. 
Where the bee sucks, there lurk I, 
In a cowslip's bell I lie, 
Hiere I couch when owls do cry ; 
On a bat's back do I fly. 
After sunset merrily. 
Merrily, merrily shall I live now. 
Under die blossom that hangs on the bough. 

DBINK TO ME ONLY WITH THINE 
EYES. 

Music — at Chappell'8. 
Drink to me only with thine eyes, 

And I will pledge with mine'; 
Or leave a kiss within the cup. 

And I'll not look for wine. 
The thirst that from the soul doth rise 

Doth ask for drink divine, 
But might I of Jove's nectar sip, 

I would not change for thine* 
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I sent thee late a rosy wreatii. 
Not so much honouring thee, 

As givine it a chance that there 
«' It womd not withered be : 

But thou thereon did'st only breathe, 
And send'st it back to me, 

Since when it grows and smells, I swear. 
Not of itsell but thee. 



THE SOLDIER'S LAST SIGH. 
Musie— at J. Balls and Son's. 

The trumpet may summon thy soldier away, 

And spur his proud spirit to arms ; 
Yet, warm with the vigour that bids him away. 

He grieves to abandon thy charms. 
Tho' glory invite him, and sjslendour abound^ 

Yet mark, dearest maid, ma decree ; 
Subdued by defeat, or by victory crown'd. 

The solGiier*s last sigh is for thee : 
The soldier's last sigh is for thee, love. 

The soldier's last sigh is for thee. 

But, hark! 'tis the trumpet now speaks his adieu. 

And calls him from love to renown ; 
Then Oh, dearest maiden, believe his heart true, 

Tho' fortune may smile, or may frown ! 
Tho' glory invite him, and splendour abound^ 

Yet mark, dearest maid, his decree ; 
Subdued by defeat, or by vict'ry crown'd, 

The solcuer's last sigh is for thee : 
The soldier's last sigh is for thee, love. 

The Noldier's last wgh is for thee. 
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FIRE AND WATER. 
Music— at lUnrford's. 

There was some time since a great high tide, 

for could it be surprising, 
When everything was getting dear, that water 

should be rising; 
Old father Thames got up betimes, and having 

thus some leisure, 
He made himself a regular swell, and ran ashore 

for pleasure. 

Chobus : Bow, wow, wow, 
Kothing is surprising in the world just now. 

As father Thames has always been a lushi^ 

sort of fellow. 
He on that day soon made his way to every 

open cellar ; 
Made all the porter half-and-half, and publicans 

aver it's 
Old father Thames who's been the cause of 

lowering all their Spirits. 

Bow, wow, wow, &e. 

He paid his court to many little alleys, and 

beside he 
O'er many dirty streets soon spread his tide, 

and made 'em ddy ; 
He, uninvited, ran into the room of Miss 

M'Carty, 
And soon found means to change her tea into 

a uHiter party. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 
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To many a dwelling rushing in, the family he 

rouses, 
And, like a water badiff, takes possession of 

their houses ; 
Moved all their tables and their chairs, then to 

the larder posted. 
And set some ducks and ge^se a swimming 

after they'd been routed. 

Bow, wow, wow, &C. 

He went o'er many .timber yards, resohred to 

have a slap at all, 
And many a lot of oid dead stock he made a 

** floating capital;** 
The new Houses of Parliament to visit he'd a 

liking. 
And thought that all the works were grand, 

the Masons really ^/rtA/n^. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 

Now while his tide, on ev'ry side, the banks 

were overflowing, 
Some river craft he o'er the "Temple Gardens" 

set a going; 
Twas foolish at this spot that he the craft 

should run ashore, sirs ; 
We know that in the Temple there was craft 

enough before, «rs. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c 

Thro' many a wharf and warehouse too he 

macie a wat'ry serpentine. 
And mixed toeether salt and sugar, soap, tea, 

tar. and turpentine ; 

Digifeed by Google 



POPUI.AR SONGS. 11 

'Midst all the "dry ffoods" tubs, and bahs, be 

made a regular rout of it, 
(In short) old Thames got into trouble, and ^ 

they could'nt bail him out of it. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 

Folks' houses, filled with water, filled their 

minds with consternation. 
And vxiter was, for many days, made food for 

conversation ; 
Th» Tower of London envied Father Thames' 

notoriety, 
Kesolved to have a ^^Jlctre up^^* and get talked 

of in society. 

Bow, wow, wow, &C. 

'Twas thus the fire at first broke out in 

London's Tower, and then, sirs. 
Although they'd lots of^e armSf they called 

vajire men^ sirs ; 
Folks heard the fire was bteahing out, but 

doubted much its power, 
They'd not believe that any thing could break 

out from the Tower. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 

Bat though some might make light of it, the 

conflagration spread, sirs, 
A flaming body caught the arms, and soon got 

to 6, head, sirs: 
Ten thousand gun? were fired at once, with 

very few es«apers. 
And, though none heard the great report 

there was one — ^in the papers. 

Bow, wow, wow, &f 
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Then Mr. Swift was nothing slow, the Cro¥m 

and Jewels saving, 
And to get the great wine cooler out, great 

danger he was braving; 
This Mr. Swift of aU the wine should now be 

made the ruler. 
For while the Jire was getting ?u)tter, he was 

getting the wine cooler. 

Bow, wow, wow, &C. 

The people were astonished at the flooding 

and the firing. 
And thought that something wonderful would 

sure to be transpiring ; 
And certainly a great event just then had 

realization. 
For a Prince of Wales was bom, which 

gave delight to all the nation. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 

And thus a future King had birth from 

Brunswick's Boyal Daughter^ 
And t'introduce this Prince to you, Tve gone 

through " Fire and Water; " 
And should- he all our hopes fulfil, and prove 

all we expect him, 
Each Briton's son will go " through Fire ana 
Water ** to protect him. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 



O WEnSL MAY THB^KEEL ROW. 
Mnsio— at Keith's. 
As I came down the Cannon-gate, 
The Cannon-gate, the Cannon-gate — 
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As I came down the Cannon-gate, 
I heard a lassie sing, O ! 
Merry may thie keel row. 
The keel row, the keel row, 
The ship that my love's in, O I 

My love has breath o' roses, 
O* roses, o' roses — 
Wi' arms o' lilie posies. 
To fauld a lassie in, O ! 
Merry may, &c 

My love he wears a bonnet, 
A bonnet) a bonnet — 
A snawy rose upon it, 
A diii^e on nis chin, O! 
Merry may, &c 

FAREWELL TO THE MOUNTAIN. 

Music— at Hawes's. 

Fabewixl to the mountain and sun-lighted 

vale. 
The moss-border'd streamlet and balm breath- 

inffgale. 
All so bnght, all so fair, here a seraph might 

dwell ; 
'Us too lovely for me. Farewell, Oh Farewell ! 

Farewell I for more sweetly each sound meets 
thine ear. 

The wild bee and butterfly they may rest hero ; 

Hark their hum, how it blends with the deep 
convent bell. 

Such strains are of heaven, Farewell, Oh Fare- 
well. 
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Farewell to the moimtain and son^liffhted vale^ 

The moss-border*d streamlet and balm breath- 
ing gaJe, 

All so bright, all so fair, here a seraph might 
dwell ; 

'Tis too lovely for me, Farewell, Oh Farewell! 

PROSPER THE ART.— MASONIC GLEE. 

Dedicated, by permission, to H.R.H. Ike Duke 
of Sussex, urand Master of Jree (f accepted 
Masons of England, 

Mosio-^t Novello's. 
When the temple's first stone was slowly 
descending, 
A stillness, like death, the scene reigned 
around ; 
There thousands of gazers in silence were 
bending;, 
Till rested the ponderous mass on the ground. 
Then shouts filFd the air, and joy was like 
madn^g, 
The founder alone, weeping meekly apart, 



Until from his lips, burst £bwing -with gladne96» 
The wish, that for ever might Prosper the 
Art! 

When the temple hod reared its magnificent 
crest. 
And the wealth of the world embelllsh'd its 
walls. 
The nations drew near it ^m the east and 
the west, 
Their homage to pay in its beautiful halls. 
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Hen i^ej tnuis^ at the Porch, with fieeHngs 
dehghted, 
Bestowing fond looks ere they tum*d to 
depart ; 
As homeward they trod, with Yoices united. 
They joined in fall chorus Prosper the Art I 

MY HEARTS IN THE HIGHLANDS. 

Muflic — at Lavenue'g. 
My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not 

here. 
My heart's in the Highlands, chasing the deer; 
Chasing the wild deer, following the roe. 
My heart *s in the Highlands, ^erever I go. 
My heart 's, &c. 

All hail to the Highlands, all hail to the north, 
The hirth-place of valour, the country of worth; 
Wherever 1 wander, wherever I rove. 
The hills of the Highlands for ever I love. 
My heart *s, &e. 

Farewell to the mountains, high covered with 

snow, 
Farewell to the streams and green valleys 

below; 
Adieu to the forests and high hanging woods. 
Adieu to the torrents and loud pouring floods. 
My hearth, &c. 

Adieu for awhile, I can ne'er forget thee, 
The land of my fathers, the soil of the free ; 
I sigh for the hour that will bid me retrace 
The path of my childhood, ray own native place. 
My heart 'S.&C. 
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GOING OUT A-SHOOTINO. 

Musio— «t T. E. Poida7*f. 

Some friends of mine, for mirth and glee. 
Fixed on a day to have a spree, 
When 'twas agreed up(»n that we 

Should all go out a-shootingi 
There was Will Smith, and Stephen Shore, 
With Harry Grant, and Bobby Mower, 
Besides Old Muggins, and Dicky More, 
I think in all full half a score; 
Towards the autumn's dreary close, 
When frost began to nip the toes, 
These friends of mine they did propose 

We should go out a-shopting. 
With powder, wadding, dog, and gun, 
Up, sportsmen, up, the day*s begun; 
I never shall forgot the fun 

We had when going a-shooting! 

'Twas at Old Muggins* house we m^t. 
All ripe for fun, a jovial set I 
We had cigars, and just a wet. 

Before we went a-shooting! 
Old Muggins he a musket had. 
Which was his father's, when a lad; 
While Bobby Blower made a fuss 
About his uncle's blunderbuss. 
Determined all Ihings should be right. 
We primed and loaded over-night, 
Since full four hours before 'twas light. 

We were to start a-shooting, 

With powder, &c. 
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As off down FeiMshuTch-streetwe set, 
Towards St George's Church to get, 
A lot of tibe New Police we met. 

As we went out a-shooting! 
The sergeant quick did collar me. 
The rest, as they the guns did see. 
Sung out, *'Lacb, here a burglary! 
What's in those bundles? come, let's see!" 
With that a dreadful fight arose, 
And Muggins got a broken nose. 
So off we to the station ^s. 

Instead of out a>shootmg! 

With powder, &c. 

At length bj pa3ing something each, 
As we for freedom did beseech, 
We did contrive to mend the breach. 

And started off arshooting! 
Every thing went off right well. 
No pleasure, sure, could ours excel. 
Until we came to Camberwell, 
Where we a precious fog did smell! 
So thick, and in such clouds arose. 
Like cobwebs it hung on our clothes, 
None saw an inch before their nose, 

As we went out a shooting! 

With powder, &C. 

Disasters still did follow nigh. 

For as we cross'd o'er Peckham Bye, 

Bob poked his gun in Bill Smith's eye. 

As we went out a shooting! 
At length, so dreadful came the fog. 
Poor Muggins fell into a bog, 
c 
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His gun went ofl^ and shut his dog, 
As dead as any wooden log! 
When he agahi on dry ground stood, 
We laughed, though rorc*d to chew the cod. 
To see bis mouth stuffed full of mud. 
Through going out a shooting! 

With powder, &c. 

We halted just about daj-break, 

As all our legs began to ache. 

And thought we would some breakfast take. 

Ere we commenced our shooting! 
Upon a stile, then, nicely moor*d. 
We had of meat a perfect hoard. 
The gin and water we had stored. 
Into our tumblers then we poured; 
But it seems misfortune never hales, 
For Mugeins' wife (who had her faults). 
Instead of gin, had put up salts, 

For him to take a-shooting! 

With powder, &c. 

We every step throyagh rain did come, 
At last we saw poor Muggins home. 
Who vows he ne'er again will roam. 

At least to go a-shooting! 
For my part, I can only say, 
I never spent so sad a day; 
And as to birds, black, white, or grey, 
We did not see one all the way ! 
Now Mugelns sits at home and crams. 
And sells bis butter, eggs, and hams, 
But, as for sporting, fairly damns, 

The day he wont a-shooting! 

With powder, &e. 
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A MAN'S A MAN FOB A' THAT. 
Maiie— at Patenon and Roy's. 

Whereas he for honest poverty. 

That hangs his head, and a' that? 
The coward slave, we pass him by, 

And dare be poor for a' that 
For a' that, and a' that. 

Our toils obscure, and a* that; 
The rank is but the guinea-stamp. 

The man's the gowd for a* that. 

What though on hamely fere we dine, 

Wear hodden gray, and a' that, 
Qie fools their silks, and knaves their wine, 

A man's a man for a' that. 
For a* that, and a' that. 

Their tinsel show, and a' that; 
The honest man, though e'er so poor, 

Is king o' men for a' that. 

Ye see yon birkie, ca'd a lord, 

Wha struts and stares, and a' that, 
Though hundreds worship at his word. 

He 's but a coof for a' that. 
For a' that, and a' that. 

His riband, star, and a^ that; 
The man of independent mind 

Can look and laugh at a* that. 

A king can make a belted knight, 

A marquis, duke, and a' that. 
An honest man's aboon his Bight, 

Gude faith, he manna sa* that. 
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For a' that, and a' that, 

Their dignities, and a' that, 
The pith o* senae, and pride o* worth, 

Are higher ranks than a' that 

Then let us pray, that come it may, 

As come it shall, for a* that. 
When sense and worth, o'er a' the earth, 

Shall bear the gree, and a* that. 
For a' that, and a^ that. 

Its comin* yet, for a* that, 
When man and man, o'er a* the earth, 

Shall brothers be, and a' that 



WITH ALL THY FAULTS I LOVE 
THEE STILL. 
Music— at White's. 
I LOVE thee stiU with all thy faults, 

Ah, why that trembling voice 1 
Thy lorer still will thee exalt. 

And make thy heart rejoice. 
Years have rolled on since last we met. 

With all the slanderer's skill, 
Mybeating heart can ne'er forget. 

With all thy faults I love thee still. 

I love thee still, though friends may tell, 

That we shall ne'er agree, 
There's nought on earth can break the spell, 

That binds my soul to thee. 
Years may roll on ere next we meet. 

With aU the slanderer's skill, 
Myonce loved heart must still repeat. 

With all tl^ faults I love thee stilL 
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Yes!— Yes I 
Tho' its fire be less ; 
One beam of that light, 
So gentle— so bright, 
/vnd, Oh, We adore ye, — beautiAil ejres! 



THE HANDSOME MAK 
Music— at L. Williamg'. 
My nose is very aquiline, 
My eyes are very grand. 
My teeth are very beautKUl, 
And five feet eight I stand; 
My whiskers black, mustachios too, 
My waist a child might ^>an. 
My dark hair curls, my foot is small, 
I am a handsome man. 

I am a very handsome man, 
A very, very handsome man, 
I am a very handsome man, 
t am a handsome man. 

I wish my flirting nonsense were 
Not told with such delight; 
I wish my smiling gave no joy, 
My calling gave no fright; 
And would that I might be excused 
From picking up each fan^— 
TheyVe only dropped to be returned 
By such a handsome man. 

I am a very, &c 

I wish that I was very plain; 
I wish my eyes were green ; 
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I wish my hair was red and straight. 

My figure short and mean. 

To shun those female plagues I'd ])u 

Deformed and rude as Fan; 

I wish they'd give me up, and say, 

He*s not a handsome man. 

He's not a very, Sec. 

They take my portrait on the sly, 

I don't know what to do; 

Letters in scores come every day. 

From lovers old and new. 

Each article of dress I wear 

Most lovingly they scan; 

My clothes they look so well on me, — 

I'm such a handsome man. 

I'm such a very, &c. 

LONG TIME AGO I 
Music— at Jackson, BlocUej, and Go's. 
On the lake where droop'd the willow, 

Long time ago I 
Where the rock threw back the billow. 

Brighter than snow — 
Dwelt a maid beloved and cherish'd 

By high and low; 
But with autumn's leaf she perish'd 

Long time ago! 

Rock, and tree, and flowing water, 

Long time ago! 
Bird, and bee, and blossom taught her 

Love's spell to know. 
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While ta my fond words she listened, 

Murmuring^ low — 
Tenderly her dore-eyes glisten'd, 

Long time ago! 

Mingled were our hearts for ever 

Long time ago! 
Can I now forget her? never! 

No, lost one, no! 
To her graye these tears are given, , 

Ever to flow — 
She's the star I miss'd from heaven. 

Long time ago! 

NOT A DRUM WAS HEARD. 

Miw&-«t T. Williams. 

Not a drum was heard, nor a funeral note, 

As his corse to the ramparts we hurried. 

Not a soldier discharg'd a farewell shot, 

0*er the grave whwre our hero was buried. 

We buried him darkly at dead of night. 
The turf with our bayonets turning, 

By the straggling moon-beams* misty light. 
And our lanterns dimly burning. 

Few and short were the prayers we said. 
And we spoke not a word of sorrow; 

But we steaoikstly gazed on the face of the dead. 
And we bitterly thought on the morrow. 

No useless coffin confined his breast. 

Nor in sheet nor in shroud we bound him; 

But he lay like a warrior taking his rest. 
With his martial cloak around him. 
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We thought as we faeap*d his narrow bed. 
And smoothed down his lonely pillow. 

That the foe and the stranger would tread o'er 
his head. 
And we far away on the billow. 

Lightly they'll talk of Uie spirit that's gone, 
Ana o'er his cold ashes upbraid him; 

But nothing he'll reck if they let him sleep on. 
In the grave where a Briton has laid him. 

But half our heavy task was done, 

When the clock told the hour for retiring; 

And we heard by the distant and random gun, 
That the foe was sullenly firing. 

Slowly and sadly we laid him down. 
From the field of his fame fresh and gory; 

We carv'd not a line, we rus'd not a stone. 
But we left him alone in his glory. 



ERE AROUND THE HUGE OAK. 
Musio — at L. Lee's. 
Ere around the huge oak that o'ershadows yon 
mill, 
The fond ivy had dar'd to entwine; 
Ere the church was a ruin that nods on the hill. 
Or a rook built its nest on the pine: 

Could I trace back the time, a far distant date. 
Since my forefathers toil'd in this field ; 

And the farm I now hold on your honour's 
estate, 
Is the same which my grandfather till'd. 
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He dying bequeathed to Ms son a good natne, 
Which unsullied descended to me; 

Pormy child Fve preswry'd it, nnUemish'd with 
shame, 
Jki^ it still fh}m a spot shall be fVee. 



BARNEY BUNTLINE. 
Musio— at Tunrar's. 
One night came on a hurricane, 

The sea was mountains rolling, 
When Barney Buntline tum'd his quid, 

And said to Billy Bowling: 
A strong Sow Wester*8 blowing, Bill; 

Oh, don't you hear roar now! 
Lord help'em, how I ]^ty*s all 

Unhappy folks (m shore now! 

Fool hardy chaps what Hyes in towns, 

What dangers they are all in. 
And now they're quaking in their beds, 

For fear the roof should fall in! 
Poor creatures how they envies us, 

And wishes, Fve a notion. 
For our good luck in sich a storm 

To be upon the oceanj 

Then, as to them kept out all day. 

On buuness from their houses. 
And late at ni^t are steering home, 

To cheer their babes and spouses; 
While you and 1 upon the deck, 

Are comfortably lying, 
My eyes, what tiles and chimbley pota, 

About their heads are flying* 
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And often have we seamen heard, 

How men are kill*d or undone, 
By overturns in carriages. 

By thieves, and fires in London; 
We've heard what risks all landsmen run. 

From noblemen to jailors. 
So, Bill, let us thank providence. 

That you and I are sailors. 



THEY SAID THAT SHE WAS MARRIED 

Music — at Cheffin's. 
They said that she was married, 

To him whom fate assigned 
To share the sorrows and the Joys 

Of her once happy mind; 
To chase the sadd*mn^ tear away, 

If aught should bid it come. 
And cheer with smiles her tender heart 

Within her peaceful home. 

And fairer fiur than lily bloom*d 

The young bride seem'd to be. 
When vowing at the altar's shrine 

Eternal constancy. 
Then, leaning on the lov'd one's arm — 

The partner of her bliss — 
He stayed the pearly tear-drop*s fall 

By wedlock's holy kiss. 

The golden orb of day smiled forth 

Its blessings on the throng. 
And bells with cheering mekJdy 

E'en chimed their nuptial song, — 
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Enblem to them oC future joys. 

And happiness in store; 
May heaven its genial influence lend, 

And blessings on them poor. 



WHEN THE SAILS WERE UNFURL'D. 

Mnsie— «t Blackman't. 
When the sails were unfurrd, and dear Lucy 

I left, 
She declared that her heart of each joy was 

bereft; 
She look'd like an angel, her eyes oast above, 
As she said, youll prove true to your Queen, 

toyour 2cme. 

To her bosom she press'd me, unable to speak. 
As I kiss'd off the tear from her beautiful cheek ; 
An^I wish'd with the dead that my hulk might 

be seen, 
Shouldlever prove false to my love or my Queen. 



TAK YOUR AULD CLOAK ABOUT YE. 
Music— ftt Cocks and Go's. 
Is winter when the rain rain*d cauld. 

And firost and snaw on ilka hUl, 
And Boreas vn* his blasts sae bauld. 

Was threat'ning a' our kye to kill; 
Then Bell, my wSe, wha lo'es nae s^e, 

She said to me right hastily, 
''Get up, g^deman, save Crummy's life. 

And tak your auld cloak about ye. 
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*' My Crummy is « useful cow. 

And she is come of a g^d kifte; 
Aft has she wet the bainde's mow, 

And I am laith that die should tiae. 
Get up, gudeman, it is fii' time, 

The sun shines in the lift sae high; 
Sloth neyer made a gracious end— * 

Gae tak your auld cloak about ye." 

** My cloak was ance a guid grey doak, 

When it was fitting for my wear j 
But now 'tis scarcely worth a groat, 

For I have worn*t this thretty year. 
Let'b spend the gear that we hae won, 

We little ken the day we'll diej 
Then FU be pround, sin* I hae sworn 

To hae a new cloak about me." 

**In days when our King Robert rang 

His trews, they cost but ha!f-a-crowm^ 
He said they were a groat o*er dear. 

And ca'd the tailor thief and lown. 
He was the king that wore a crown; 

And thou a man of laigh degree: 
*Tis pride puts a* the country down— 

Sae tak your auld cloak about ye." 

** Every land hos its ain laigh. 

Ilk kind o' com has its ain ho(d( 
I think the warld is a* ran wrang, 

When ilka wife her man wad rule. 
Dove not see Boh, Jock, and Hab, 

How they are girded faUantly? 
While I sit hurklen in tSe ase— 

ril hae a new cloak about me. 
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•* Gudeman, I w«t *tis thretty years 

Sin' we did ane anither ken; 
And we hare had, between us twa, 

Of lads and bonny lasses, ten. 
Now they are women grown and men — 

I wish and pray well may they be; 
And if you prore a good husband. 

E'en tak your ^uld cloak about ye." 

Bell, my wife, she lo*es pae strife, • 

But she wad guide me if she c^n; 
And to maintain on easy life, 

I aft maun yield, though Fm g^cman. 
Nought's to 06 won at woman's han\ 

Unless ye gie her a' the plea; 
Then I'll leave off where I oegan. 

And tak my old cloak about me. 

THE BOY'S GRAVE. 
Moalo— at P. J«veU% 

] STOOD by a'grave, near my childhood's dear 

home, 
^^ere in bright summer days, I had gloried 

to roam; 
^ow I saw ev'ry spot with a feeling of pain, 
For I knew I could ne'er be so happy again. 

I cannot recall the light heart that I bore, 
And my innocent day dreams can charm me 

no more; 
There's a chill that will steal on the heart of 

the brave, 
Xa be stands, ft lon« man, on the brii^ of a 

grave. 
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I had stood in the battle, my heart ne^er was 

cold. 
And the thunders of war often made me more 

bold; 
But the grave of the young, who had died in 

his bed, 
Chill'd me more than the battle-stain'd shroud 

of the dead! 

'Twas the grave of a friend who had shared 

ev'ry joy. 
When my soul was all freshness — the soul of a 

boy! 
Oh would I might be in this cold bed at rest, 
And confide all my sorrows and joys to his 

breast. 

JULIA ISAACS. 

Popular parody on "Jenny Jones." Written by Mr. 
Simmons, and sung by him at the Tivoli, Biai^te, &c. 

My name's Mo. Sammivell, I live down at 

Houndsditch, 
De flower of de alley, de pride of my palls; 
My fader and moder Uve both at Houndsditch — 
In trut I'm pelov'd by de finesht of galls. 
I've liv'd in de shtreets, dirty and peantiful, 
Dere's von little hallev I likesh aU apove, 
I said in ma heart, I liksh dat dear Houndsditch, 
Un shweet Julie Isaacs I swears dat I love. 

I've seen sherritt Sol'mon, de Lord May'r ot 

London, 
Barney Aarons, un Lazarus, un Dutch Sam I've 
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Vid Botchlld de banker, Barne t de actor, 
Vid Braham de singer, un great Mishter Green ; 
Tyq seen sich fine sights 'mongst gals in our 

lane, too, 
— ^But no, Jidie knows from her I*d not move. 

I said, &c. 

I vent quite a poy avay from my fader, 
Un left little Juhe a coaxing young lass : 
And now she^s grown up I meansh for to marry 

her, 
Julie from Isaacs to Sammyyell shall pass. 
Yc'll open a shnuff-shop, live in contentment. 
At sight to de Tivli tqgeder we'll rove. 
For, &c 

SAFELY FOLLOW HIM. 
BI«si0-*-at Fentum'g^ 
F0LX.0W him, nor fearful deem 

Danger lurks in gipsy guile; 
Bude and lawless wough we seem. 

Simple hearts we bear the while. 
Then, no robber fierce nor thief we fear. 

Who's roused by night in savage denj 
Fearless, then, o*er mosses drear, 

Barren wilds, and lonesome glen, 

Safely follow him, safely follow him. 

Safely, safely follow him. 

From rustic swains, the petty bribe. 

Petty spoil from cot or farm. 
Content the wandering gipsy tribe. 

Who the traveller never harm. 

Then, no robber fierce, &c. 
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LIFE'S A BUMPEE. 

Mosic-at Mdnro and May's. 
Life's a bumper, filled by fate, 
Let us guests enjoy the treat; 
Nor, like silly mortals, pass 
Life as 'twere but half a glass; 
Let this scene with joy be crowned. 
Let the glee and catch go round; 
All the sweets of life combine, 
Mirth and music, love and wine. 



ADIEU, MY NATIVE LAND, ADIEU. 

Moalo— at HaUoway's. 
Adieu, my native land, adieu ! 

The vessel spreads her swelling sails; 
Perhaps I never more may view 

Your fertile fields, your flowery dales. 
Delusive hope can charm no more, 

Far from the faithless maid I roam; 
Unfriended seek some foreign shore, 

Unpitied leave my peaceful home. 

Adieu, my native, &c. 

Farewell, dear villi^e, Oh, farewell! 

Soft on the gale &j murmur dies; 
I hear thy solemn evening bell. 

Thy spires yet glad my aching eyes. 
Though frequent falls the dazzling tear, 

I scorn to shrink from fate's decree; 
And think not, cruel maid, that e*er 

I'd heave another sigh for theeu 

Adieu, my native, ^. 
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In vain through shades of frowning night, 

Mine eyes thy rocky coast explore; 
Deep sinks the fiery orb of light, 

I view thy beacons now no more. 
Rise, billows, rise ! blow, hollow winds! 

Nor night, nor storms, nor death I fear; 
Un6nended bear me hence, to find 

That peace which fate denies me here. 
Adieu, my native, &a 

COME, WEAVE THE LAUREL WREATH 
FOR HER! 

▲ MEW PATBIOnC 80N0. 

Mnsio— at Bansfbrd'a. 

Recit 

HakkI through the mountain pass the 

trumpet rin^, 
While fell destruction hovers on its wings. 
Like serp^it stealing, see, the Indian creeps, 
And Britain's bravest 'neath the cold turf 

sleeps! 
Yet woman bids defiance to the band. 
And ** No Surrender" echoes through the land ; 
Once more awake the sounds with vengeance 

rife, 
For Britain triumphs in the glorious strife. 

Air, 

Comb, weave the laurel w eath for her whose 

name wUl ever be 
Th« spell to lead to victory, the watchword of 

the free I 
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Tho' far from all that life held dear, no fear 
could daunt her soul. 

For while her pulse beat warm for home, 'twas 
past the slave's control. 

Oh, long may every Briton love and hail her 
glorious name, 

That won Ae proudest meed of praise, of ho- 
nour, and of fame! 

Come, weave the laurel wreath for her; but 

'mid the em*nUd green 
Let tears, Uke holy dews of night, upon its 

leaves be seen: 
'Tis for the dead, the true uid brave, that^s 

left on India's plain, 
Tho' woman's worth shall crown their deeds 

while victory smiles again. 
Oh, long may every Briton love and hail her 

glorious name, 
That won the proudest meed of praise, of 

honottr, and of fame! 

I LOVE, I LOVE THE NIGHT. 
Mmie— At Falkner's. 
I LOVE, I love the night, 

Night is the time for me. 
When ev'ry heart is light. 

And ev'ry spirit free. 
Let the sleeper slumber. 

Time will have its flight. 
Therefore, 'tis I number, 
The joys, the joys of night. 

I love, &c 
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I loTC, I loye the night, 

Kight is the time for lore. 
When ey'nr star shines bright, 

In cloudless realms above; 
When dew-drops steep the flower. 

And gem the trusting tree, 
Love, and a moonUt bower. 

Are joys, are jojs for me. 
» I love, &c. 

I lore, I love the night, 

Night ia the time to drink. 
When love's fond joys invite. 

To wreathe the wine-cup's brink. 
The baaquet and the bower. 

By day a loveless sight, 
Bat at the midnight honr. 

What joys they both invite. 

I love, &0. 



I'VE JOURNEYED OVBB MANY 
LANDS. 
Murio — at Alcroft's. 
FvE joumev*d over many lands, 

Fve sail'a on every sea — 
Vast Eg3rpt's parch'd and burning sands, 

No strangers are to me: 
But 'neath the Indian cot, 

And the wide Atlantic sky, 
Dear maid, thou'k never be forgot. 

Nor the fire of thy bright eye. 

My home has been the mountain stot p« 
The desert's cave my bed* 
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When the winds have wafted me to sleep. 

And cool'd my aching head: 
But yet the iron grasp ol care, 

Hath never dared to j^ress, 
The sunshine of thy smile was there, 

In memory to bless; 



TAKE YOUR TIME, MISS LUCY LONG. 

THE NEW BANJO 80N0. 

Mnsio—at Jettrej, and Nelson*!. 
Now attention, if you please, 
m sing YOU a little son^, 
It's all about a nigger girl. 
Her name is Lucy Long. 

But take your time, Wsa Lucy, 

Miss Lucy, Lucj, Long; 

You're the darlmg of Sds nigger,— 

Take your time, Miss Lucy Long. 

O she's a handsome creature, 
As ever there could be; 
She is a parfect beauty. 
She is berry much like me. 

But take your time, &c 

Her teeth look like tobacco-pipes. 
Her skin as bright as soot; 
Her eyes just look like two coach-lamps, 
Like a pick-axe is her foot 

So take your time, &c 



She leaves a strong impression 
Wherever she does go* 
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HefT fbotstepft mnxk the gravel 
As easiljr as snow. 

Bat take your time, &cc. 

Talk about your Taglioni, 
And say she jumps so high; 
Miss iJicy jump*d a five-bar gate, 
And make a nigg«r fly. 

So take your time, &c. 

In everything she's clevar. 
As I to you can show; 
She plays upon the fiddle, 
While I play the old banjo. 

But take your time, &c. 

She's as active as an arthquake. 
Her heart does never fail; 
One day she chas'd a big racoon, 
And caught him by the tail 

But take your time, &c. 

The black eyes of him lady 
Are prais'd by English lover; 
K black's so berry handsome. 
My Lucy's black all over. 

So take your time, &c. 

Now, soon we're going to marry, 
Oh, what a happy day I 
But, mind you, this old darkey 
Wont let her have her way. 

But take your time, &c. 

If she prove a scolding wife. 
By the hole in my old white hat. 
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TW trade her awAT for victuals, 
And see how she^ll like that 

So take your time, &e. 

I fear I tire your patience, 

And so m finish my song; 

If you wish, TU come some other night. 

And sing of Lucy Long. 

But take your time, &c. 



THl.: BONNIE BREAST-KNOTS. 

Mosio— ftt Lavenn and Go's. 

Hey the honnie, ho the bonnie, 
Bey the bonnie breast-knots I 
Blythe and merry were they a*. 

When they put on the breast-knots. 
There was a bridal in our toun. 
And to*t the lasses a* were boun*, 
Wi' monie facings on their goun, 

And some o* them had breast-knots. 

Singing, hey the bonnie, &tc 

At nine o'clock the lads convene. 
Some clad in blue, some clad in green, 
Wi' shining buckles i' their sheen, 

And flowers upon their waistcoats. 
Out came the wives, a* wi' applause, 
And wish'd the lassie happy days. 
And muckle thought they on her claes. 

Especially the breast-knots. 

Singing, hey the bonnie, &c. 
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The bride she was baith young and fair, 
Her neck outshone her pearlins rare; 
A sadn fflHxxl bound up her hair, 

And flowers among ner breast^knots 
The bridegroom gazed — but mair, I ween, 
He prized the glance of lore's blue een, 
That made hun proud o' his sweet Jean, 
. When she got on her breast-knots. 

Singing, hey the bonnie, &c. 



BLACK-EYED SUSAN. 

Music— at Leoni Lee's. 
All in the Downs the fleet was moored, 

The streamers waving in the wind. 
When black-eyed Susan came on board, 

" Oh! where shall I my true-love find? 
Tell me, ye jovial sailors, tell me true. 
If my sweet William sails among your crew?** 

William, who high upon the yard, 
Rock*d by the billows to and fro. 

Soon as her well-known voice he heard,. 
He sigh'd, and cast his eyes below; 

The conis glide svriftly through his glowing 
hands. 

And, quick as lightning, on the deck he stands. 

So the sweet lark, high poised in air. 
Shuts close his pinions to his breast. 

If, chance, his mate*s shrill call he hears. 
And drops at once into her nest. ^ 

The noblest captain in the British fleet 

Might envy William's lips those kisses sweot. 
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*• Oh, Susan! Susan! loTely dear. 

My vows shall ever true remain, 
Let me kiss ofif that falling tear, 

We only part to meet again. 
Change as ye list, ye winds! my heart shallbe 
The faithful compass that still points to thee. 

"Believe not what the landsmen say. 
Who tempt, with doubts, thy constant mind. 

They tell thee, sailors, when at sea. 
In every port a mistress find! 

Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee so. 

For thou art present wheresoe'er I go! 

'* If ti^ far India's coast we sail, ■ 
Thiile eyes are seen in diamonds bright; 

Thy breath is Afric's spicy gale. 
Thy skin is ivory so white: 

Thus every beauteous object that I view 

Wakes in my soul some charm of lovely Sue. 

" Though battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Susan mourn; 

Though cannons roar, yet safe from harm, 
WiUiam shall to his dear return: 

Love turns aside the balls that round me fly, 

Lest precious tears should drop from Susan^s 
eye." 

The boatswain gave the dreadful word. 
The sails their swelling bosoms spread; 

No longer must she stay on board, — 

They kiss'd—she sigh'd — he hung his head; 

Her lessening boat unwilling rows to land 

" Adieu! " she cried, and wav'd her lily hand. 
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THE GIPSY KING. 
Mnaie— At Jeftery and Nelson's. 

'Tis Fm the Gipsy Kmgl 

And wli€xe 's the king like me? 
No trouble my dignitieB bring, 

No other is half so free! 
In my kingdom there is but one table. 

All my subjects partake of my cheer; 
We'd all drink champagne, were we able, 

As it is, we have plenty of beer. 

For Tm the Gipsy King, ha I ha I 
^ For Tm the Gipsy King I 

A -king, and true one, am I, 

No courtier or minister here: 
I see eyerything with my own eye, 

And hear everything with my own ear. 
No conspiracy I apprehend. 

Among brothers and sisters I rule; 
We help both to gain and to spend. 

And get drunk when the measure is full. 
For Tm, kc 

I ccmfess that I am bat a man. 

My failings who pleases may know; 
I'm fond of my girl and my can. 

And jolly companions a row. 
Mysubjeots are kind to me. 

They don't gmdee me the largest glass; 
Nor yet that I hold on my knee. 

At this moment, the prettiest lass. 

For Fm, &c. 
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Ne*er a king do I envy, nor Keyser 

That sits on a golden throne ; 
And ril tell you the reason why. Sir, 

Here's a sceptre and ball of my own. 
To sit all ni^ht through in a crown, 

Tve a notion my ears, thev would freeze. 
So I pull my old night-cap down, 

And tipple and smoke at my ease. 

For I'm, 8tc. 

YOUNG ROBIN RUFF, AND HIS 
THOUSAND A-YEAR. 

WRITTEN BY CHARLB8 BLONDEL, ESQ. 
Music— at MAiiby*8. 
Have you heard the strange news just cdme 
down, Gaflter Green, 
That they're talking of now ftir and near? 
How young Robin Ruff has his wish sure enough* 
And he's now got a thousand a-year. Gaffer 
Green! 

He's now got a thousand a-year! 

Young Rob's a good heart, and Fm glad Mas- 
ter Cross, 
Oh, it will not spoil him, never fear! 
In the face of the poor he will not shut his door. 
Though he has got a thousand a-year. Mas- 
ter Cross! 
Though he has got a thousand a-year! 

But 'twould be but the way of the world. Gaffer 
Green, 
If he did not see now quite so clear; 
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Tbey say yeOow mists rise, and soon dim a 
man s eyes, 
When he once gets a thousand a-year, Gaffer 
Green! 
When he once gets a thousand a-year ! 

Bobin's eyes were not dim t'other day, Master 
Cross, 
When his poor old firiend Harry was here; 
Bobin soon cured his pain, and made sunshine 
again, 
With a touch of his thousand a-year, Mastci 
CrossI 
With a touch of his thousand a-year I 

Ah, but Bob must take care, must take care. 
Gaffer Green, 
Or he*ll spend all his new-gotten gear; 
How much better 'twould be —he may want it 
you see — 
If he saved all his thousand a-year, Gaffer 
Green! 
If he saved all his thousand a-year I 

If he i^ends the last pound that he's got. Mas- 
ter Cross 
He'll be richer than some folk, I fear; 
For a heart such as Bob's, though 'neath tatters 
it throbs. 
Is worth ten times a thousand a-year, Mas* 
ter CrossI 
Is worth ten times a thousand a-year! 
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THE MAID OF LLANGOLLEN. 
Music — aX LaTenn & Go's. 
Tho' lowly my lot, and tho' poor my estate, 
I see without envy the wealthy and great ; 
Contented and prond a poor shepherd to be, 
While the maid of Llangollen smiles sweetly 
on me. 

YHiile the maid of Llangollen, &c. 

My way o*er the mountain I cheerfully take, 
At mom when the song-birds their melody 

wake; 
And at eve I return, with a heart full of glee. 
For the maid of Llangollen smiles sweetly 

oh me. 

For the maid of Llangollen, &c. 

Glenanron*« rich lord passes scornfully by. 
But wealth can ne'er make him as happy as I ; 
And prouder than even the proudest rll be. 
While the maid of Llangollen smiles sweetly 
on me. 

While the maid of Llangollen, &c 

"WANTED A GOVEBNESS." 

Music — at Lavenu*8. 

I KNOW not a cure so good for the vaj^ours. 

As reading the " wants^* which appear in the pa- 
pers; 

There's one wants a husband, then ''wanted a 
sample," 

From all these strange ''wants*' Til take one 
as example: 
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A gOTemess wanted, well fitted to fill 
The post of tuition with competent skill, 
In a gentleman's family highly genteel, 
Where *tis hoped that the lad v will try to conceal 
Any fanciful feeling or flights she may feel, 
For this gentleman • family's so very genteeL 
They're so very genteeL 

Superior attainments are quite indispensable. 

With ev'rything too that s correct and osten- 
sible; 

Morals of puie unexceptionability. 

Manners well formed, and of strictest gentility! 

The pupik are five, ages six to sixteen, 

All as promising g^rls as ever were seen; 

And besides — (though 'tis scarcely worth while 
to put that iiO — 

There are two little boys— but they only learn 
Latin! 

Wanted a governess, &c 

Where, in order that things may be ** timjours 
tranquiUej" 

They seldom express themselves quite as they 
feel. 

The lad^ must teach all th^ ^veral branches 
Where into polite education now launches; 
She's expected to speak the French tongue like 

a native. 
And be to her pupils of all its points dative; 
Italian she must know (of course), nor needs 

banish 
Whatever acquaintance she may have with 

Spanish! 
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Nor would there be harm io a trifle of Grerman, 
lu the absence (that is) of the mast^, Herr 

Hermann! 

Wanted a governess, fitted to fill, &c.. 
Where the lady will find b^ attention and zeal. 
That she'll scarcely have time to partake of a 

meal. 

The harp and the piano, — (cda va sans dire)—' 
With thorough bass, too, on the plan of Logier; 
In drawing in pencil and chalks, and the tinting 
That's called oriental, she must not be stinting; 
She must paint upon paper, on satin, and velvet. 
And if she knows waxwork, she'll not need to 

shelve it 
Dancing, of course, with the newest gambades, 
The Polish Mazurka and best galopades; 
Arithmetic, history, joined with chronology. 
Heraldry, botany, writing, conchology. 
Grammar, and satin-stit(£, Aetting, geography. 
Astronomy, use of the globes, and cosmography ! 
These are the principal matters (au reste). 
Address, *♦ J. Z. X Q. V., Easy Place, West" 
As salary's moderate, none need apply. 
Who more on that point than on comfort rely; 
But perhaps 'twere as well, to make matters 

shorter. 
To menfion the terms, namely — five pounds a 

quarter! 

Wanted a governess. Sec, 
Where 'tis wished that the pupils should never 

be still. 
Nor the governess either, be she well or ill: 
For this gentleman's family's so very genteel. 
They're so very genteel. 
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•*A GOVERNESS FOUND.' 

Mtisio— at Jeflfery & Nelson's. 

An advertiseinent seen in the " Times'* of to-day. 

Of "A Governess wanted," for board and small 

pay. 

Is approved by a lady of talent and skill, 
Who'll be proud of the honour that office to fill, 
She's delighted to find the employments so few, 
That her pupils* kind parents would have them 

pursue; 
And is charm'd that it lies in her power to say. 
She can meet their best wishes entirely that way. 
That in al|;ebra, writing, explaining the stars. 
Also dancing, gymnastics, with dumb bells and 

bars; 
Elobution and grammar, in which she's well 

read, 
With the languages now in vogue, living or dead, 
Mineralogy, botany, music as well 
(In the l^t she considers herself to excel) 
She professes to teach, with the fine arts com- 
bined. 
In a wond'rous short time, as her pupils will find ; 
While her knowledge of history's declared 

without bound. 
Since a clue to the man in the moon she has 

found; 
And for reference both as to morals and mind, 
She can give one of most undeniable kind. 

As the applicant seeks more for comfort than 

gain, , 

And is anxious a good situation t obtain, 

E 
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She will therefore agree some few points to re- 
sign. 
And nothing but menial employment decline. 
Now and then shell assist in domestic affairs. 
Turn her hand, with a good will, to rents and 

repairs; 
And as sloth isinjurious to health, she'll contriye 
To be up in the morning, not later than five. 
Then, in shaping and stitching she's quick and 

expert, 
Cuts out shoes, children's frocks, with the spen- 
cer or skirt; 
And possesses some taste in the milliner's art, 
Trimming bonnets or caps, both genteelly and 

smart. 
For ability, steadiness, industry, care. 
She is sure that with her none can ever compare; 
Neither will she object, though its rather outre. 
To attend her young charge, in their toilet each 

day. 
Should her talents, thus varied, be found to the 

mind 
Of a lady, so gen'rous, consid'rate, and kind. 
With the gratitude due for that lib'ral amount, 
She'll accept the five pounds for her quarter's 
account. 

THE AnNIATURB. 
Mudo-Htt Metzler*8. 

) William was holding in his hand 
The portrait of his wife. 
Fresh, as if touched by ftdry wand, 
With beauty, grace, and Hfel 
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He almost thought it s^ke. He gazed 

Upon the treasure still ; 
Absorbed, delight'd, and amazed 

To view the artist's skilL 

•♦This picture is yourself, dear Janc^ 

'Tis drawn to nature true; 
Fve Idss'd it o'er and o'er again 

It is so much like you!" 
** And did it kiss you back, my dear ?" 

" Why no, my love," said he. 
•* Then, WDKam, it is veir clear 

*Tis not at all like me!* 



TABS AND SOLDIERa 

A DUET. 

Mnslo— at Williams's. 2, Strand. 
The hardy Tar no peril knows. 
But fearless braves the angry deep; 
His ship's his cradle of repose, 
And sweetly rocks him to his sleep. 
He, though the foaming billows swell, 
In his haomiock, in his hammock swings, 
While the steersman sings, 
All well! Steady ! Steady she goes 1 

The gallant Soldier danger scorns. 
When duty calls to fiel£ of war; 
Encamp'd amid the rude alarms, 
From his loved country wandering far. 
'Tis glOTy bids his bosom swell. 
As on the cold ground he lies; 
When the mghtwatch cries, 
Who's there? Good night I All well I 
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Then, fill the cup, ere we part, 

An honest one, Mdth all our heart I 

And as we posh the wine about, we'll cheerily 

sing, 
By land and sea let Britons fight, 
Tne world's example and delight. 
And conquer every enemy of our loved Queen. 
Victoria proves the hero's friend. 
Her bounty lasts us to our end: 
Though crippled and laid up, with one foot in 

the grave. 
Then, Tars and Soldiers, never fear; 
You shall not want Compassion's tear — 
Misfortune ever claims the pity of the brave. 



THE OLD ENGLISH GENTLEMAN. 

Musi(>-^at Z. T. Purday's, Holbom. 
Tll sing you a good old song. 

Made by a good old pate, 
Of a fine old English gentleman, 

Who had an dd estate. 
And who kept up his old mansion 

At a bountiful old rate. 
With a good old porter to relieve 

The old poor at his gate: 
Like a fine old English gentleman. 

All of the olden time. 

His hall, so old, was hung around 
With pikes, and guns, and bows. 

And swords, and g^od old bocklers 
That had stood a^;;idn8t old foes. 
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'Twas there ''his worship" held his state, 

In doublet and tmnk hose; 
And qoafifed his cup of good old sack, 

To warm his good old nose. 

L^e a fine, &c. 

When winter old brought frost and snow, 

He opcn'd house to all; 
And though three-score and ten his years. 

He feathr led the ball; 
Nor was the houseless wanderer 

E'er driven from his hall: 
For while he feasted all the great, 

He ne*er forgot the smalL 

Like a fine, &c. 

But time, though sweet, is strong in flight, 

And years roird swiftly by; 
And autumn's falling leaf proclaim'd 

The old man — he must die ! 
He laid him down right tranquilly. 

Gave up life's latest sigh; 
A mournful stillness reign'd around. 

And tears bedew'd each eye, 

For this good, &c 

Now surely ^us is better far 

Than all the new parade 
Of Theatres and Fancy Balls, 

"At Home," and Masquerade*. 
And much more economical. 

For all his biUs were paid; 
Then leave your new vagaries quite. 

And take np the old trade 

Of a fine, &c. 
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THE WITCHES' GLEE. 
Music at Lonsdale's. 
When shall we three meet a^ain? 
In thunder, lightnine, or in rain? 
When the hurly-buny*8 done, 
When the battle's lost and won. 
That will be ere set of sun. 



MAGGIE LAODEB. 
Muido— at Wybrow's 
Wha wadna be in love 

Wi' bonnie Maggie Lander? 
A piper met her gaun to Fife, 

An' speir'd what was't they oa'd her:- 
Right scomftilly she answer'd him, 

** Begone, you hallanshaker; 
Jog on your ^te, you bladder-skate. 

My name is Maggie Lauder." 

** Maggie," quo* he, **and, by my bags, 

I'm fidfi;in fain to see Uiee; 
Sit down by me, my bonnie bird. 

In troth, I winna steer thee; 
For Tm a pi^r to my trade. 

My name is Bob the Banter; 
The lasses loup as they were dafit, 

When I blaw up my chanter." 

"Piper," quo' Meg, "ha'e ye your bags? 

Or is your drone in order? 
If ye be Bob, Tve heard of you, 

Live you upo' the border? 
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The lasses a', baith far and near, 

Have heard o' Rob the Banter; 
ril shake my foot wi' right gude will, 

Gif yeH waw up your chanter." 

Then to his bags he flew wi' speed, 

About the drone he twisted; 
Meg up and walloch'd o'er Uie green. 

For brawly could she frisk it. 
" Weel done," quo' he; "Play up," quo' she; 

"Weel bob'd," quo' Rob the Ranter; 
•*'Tis worth my while to play indeed, 

When I ha'e sic a dancer." 

"Weel ha'e you play'd your part," quo' Mog; 

"Your cheeks are like the crimson; 
There's nane in Scotland plays sae weel. 

Since we lost Habbie Simpson. 
I've lived in F^, baith maid and wife. 

These ten years and a quarter; 
Gin ye should come to Anster fair, 

Speir ye for Maggie Lauder." 

LOVE WAS ONCE A LITTLE BOY. 

Mttsio-^at Chappell'9. 
Love was once a little boy, • 

Heigho! heighol I 

Then with him 'twas sweet to toy, i 

Heigho! heigho! ' ' 

He was Uben so innocent, 
And not, as now, on mischief bent. 
Free he came, and harmless went, 

Heigho! heigho! 
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Love is now a little man, 

Heigho! heigho! 
And a very sauc^ one, 

Heigho! heigho! 
He walks so stiff, and looks so smart. 
As if he owned each maiden's heart; 
I wish he felt bis own keen dart, 

Heigho 1 heigho! 

Love will soon be growing old, 
Heigho! heigho! 
^ Half his life's already told, 
Heigho! heigho! 
When he*s dead, and buried too, 
What shall we poor maidens do? 
I'm sure I cannot tell — can you? 
■)! 



TOM BOWLING. 

Music-— at D'AImalne and Go's. 
Here, a sheer hulk, lies poor-Tom Bowling, 

The darling of our crew; 
No more he'll hear the tempest howling, 

For death has broach'd him to. 
His form was of the manliest beauty. 

His heart was kind and soft; 
Faithful below he did his duty, — 

But now he*s gone aloft 

Tom never from his word departed. 

His virtues were so rare; 
His friends were many and true-hearted, 

His Poll was kind and fair. 
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And then he'd sing so Uythe and joDy, 

Ab, mairy's the time iad oft! 
But mirth is tum*d to melancholy, 

For Tom is gone aloft. 

Tet shall poor Tom find pleasant weather, 

When He who all commands 
Shall give, to call life's crew together, 

The word to pipe all hands. 
Thus Death, who kings nnd tars despatches, 

In vain Tom's life has doflfd: 
For though his body's under hatches. 

His soul is gone aloft. 



HOW HAPPY COULD I BE. 

Mosio— 4t Wybrow*8. 
How happy could I be with either, 

Were t other dear charmer away I 
But while you thus tease me togethei 

To neither one word can I say. 



/ 



QUEEN VICTOBIA, OUR BONNY EN- 
GLISH ROSE. 
Mtnic— «t Leoni Lee*8. 
Old England's emblem is the rose: 

There is no other flower 
Hath half the graces that adorn 

This beauty of the bower; 
And England's daughters are as fair 

As any bud that blows : 
What son of her's who has not lov'd 
Some bonny English rose. 
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Who hath not heard of one sweet flower, 

The first among the fair, 
For whose welfare a British heart 

Hath hreath'd a fervent prayer? 
Ob, may it never be her lot 

To lose that sweet repose, 
That peace of mind, which blesses now 

The bonny English Bose! 

If any bold enough there be^ 

To war 'gainst England's isle, 
They soon shall find, for British hearts, 

What charms hath woman's smile! 
Thus nerv'd, the thunder of their arms 

Would teach aspiring foes 
How vain the power that defies 

The bonny English Bose. 

Now Heaven decrees her to the throne? 

'Twill be the nation's prayer 
That in each joy she hath not known. 

Her heart may ever share; 
That health may long light up her brow, 

And, as time onward nows. 
It still may be our pride to sing, 

" The bonny English Bose !" 

Beneath her sway may every land 

Where she dominion holds 
Be happy as t^e glorious isle 

Where freedom's flag unfolds; 
From sea to shore, from shore to sea, 

The song of gladness flows: 
And Oh, may Heaven for ever bless 

The bonny English Bose! 
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HAEK! THE GODDESS DIANA. 
Music— at Z. T. Porday's, Holbom. 
Hark! the goddess Diana 
Calls aloud for the chace! 
Bright Fhcebus awakens the mom. 
' BiDuse! rouse from yonr slumber. 

And for hunting prepare, 
For the huntsman is wmding his horn ! 

See — the hounds are unkenneird. 

And all ripe for the chase, 
They start to overtake the fleet hare ! 

Ail danger they're scorning. 

And for huntiog preparing; 
To the field, then, brave boys, let's repair ! 



DON'T TELL THE GOVERNOR! 

Music— at Allcroft's. 

Why, yes; 'twas rav-ther late last night — 

Indeed, past six this morning, 
My rascal valet, in a fright, ^ 

Awoke, and gave me warning: 
But what of that? — I'm very young. 

And you've been in the oven, or 
like me you're wrong'd by rumour's tongue,^ 
So pray don't toll. 

So don't you tell the governor I 

I ^'d a quarter, after seven. 

With Dashall, of the Lancers; 
Went to the Opera at eleven. 

To see the ballet-dancers. 
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From thence I saunter'd to the dub, 
(Fortune's to me a sloven, or 

I surely must have won one rub) — 
But mind (I say), 
But mind — don't tell the goveroorl 

I went to Ascot t'other day, 

Took Kitty in a tandem. 
Upset it 'gainst a brewer's dray, 

(A — a — perhaps I drove at random!) 
I betted high— an outside won! 

I'd swear its hoofs were cloven, or 
It ne'er the favorite horse had done, 
But (mum) don't tell — 

Now don't you tell the governor! 

My cottage om^ down at Kew, 

So picturesque and pretty. 
Is gone — upon my life 'tis true — 

Placarded in the cityl 
My good old grandam s gift to me 

For so devoutly loving her ! 

I fancy what a row there'll be — 

You needn't tell. Bob!— 

You needn't tell the governor i 

My creditors are growing queer 
And threaten to be furious; 

ril scan their filthy bills next year,— 
At present Fm not curious ' 

Those fellows are a monstrous bore — 
So I, and Harry Grosvenor, 
To-morrow start for Gallia's diore. 

And leave them all. 
Yes — leave them to the govemOT ! 
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MEET ME BY MOONLIGHT. * 
Idudc— at Chi^pell'8. 
Meet me by moonlight alone, 

And then I will tefi you a tale. 
Must be told you by moonlight a^one, 
In the grove at the end of the yale. 
You must promise to come, for I said 

I would snow the night flowers their queen ; 
Nay, turn not away &y sweet head, 
'TLs the loveliest ever was seen! 

Oh, meet me by moonlight alone! 

Daylight may do for the gay. 

The thou^tless, the heartless, the free; 
But there's something about the moon's ray, 

That is sweeter to you and to me. 
Oh, remember, )>e sure to be there, 

For though dearly the moonlight I prize, 
Oh, nought of its sweetness I'll share. 

If I want the sweet light of your eyes! 
So meet me by moonlight alone. 

I LOVE THE MAID FOR LOVING ME. 
Mii8ic-«t Metsler'8. 
I DID not love her for her face, 
I did not love her for her grace; 
Though all must own that she is fair, 
And wears a most bewitching air. 
I did not love her for her form. 
Though she a stoic's heart might warm. 
Ah, no, if told the truth must be, — 
I loved the maid for loving me. 
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'Twas not her wit inspired my love, 
Though all who hear her most approve; 
'Twas not her virtues all so rare. 
For she is good as she is fair. 
'Twas neither beauty, wit, nor birth 
(Though charms, I own, of mag^c worth): 
Oh, no, if told the truth must to — 
I loved the maid for loving me! 



THE BAY OF BISCAY, O! 
Music — at Cramer and Go's. 
Loud roar'd the dreadful thunder! 

The rain a deluge showers! 
The clouds were rent asunder 
By lightning's vivid powers! 
The night, both drear and dark, 
Our poor devoted bark, 
TiU next day, there she lay, 

In the Bay of Biscay, O! 

Now, dashed upon the billow. 
Her op'ning timbers creak; 
Each fears a watery piUow, 
None stop the dreadful leak! 
To cling to slipp'ry shrouds, - 
Each breathless seamen crowds. 
As she lay, till the day. 

In the Bay of Biscay, O! 

At lengdi the wished-for morrow 
Broke through the hazy sky; 

Absorbed in. sSlent sorrow. 
Each heaved the bitter s^h; 
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The dismal wreck to view, 

Struck horror to the crew, 

As she lay, on that day, 

Ilk the Bay of Biscay, O I 

Her yielding timbers sever, 

Her pitchy seams are rent; 
When Heaven, all-bounteous ever. 
Its boundless mercy sent! 
A sail in sight appears. 
We hail her with three cheers! 
Now we sail, with the gale, 
Erom the Bay of Biscay, O ! 

THE. OLD KIRK YARD. 

Music— at Chappell's. 
Oh, come, come with me to the old kirk-yard, 
I well know the path through the soft green 

sward; 
Friends slumber there we were wont to regard, 
Well trace out their names in the old kirk-yard ! 
Ob, mourn not for them, their grief is o'er ! 
Oh, weep not for them, they weep no more ! 
For deep is their sleep, though cold and hard 
Their pillow may be m the md kirk-yard I 

I know it is vain when Mends depart, 
To breathe kind words to a broken heart; 
I know that the 103^ of life seems marr'd, 
When we follow them home to the old kirk-yard : 
Biut were I at rest beneath yon tree. 
Why should'st thou weep, dear love, for me? 
I'm way-worn and sad, — ah, wh^ then retard 
The rest that I seek in the old kirk-yard! 
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AULD LANG SYNE. 
Music— at Coventry and Co's. 
Should aiild acquaintance be forgot. 

An' never brought to min*; 
Should auld acquamtance be forgot, 
An* days o* lang syne? 
Por auld lang syne, my friend, 
' For auld lang syne; 
We'll tak' a cup o kindness yet. 
For auld lang syne. 

We twa ha*e run about the braes, 

An* pu'd the gowans fine; 
But we ve wander*d mony a weary fit, 

Sin* auld lang syne. 

For auld lang syne, &c. 

We twa ha*e paid'lt in the bum, 

Frae morning sun till dine; 
But seas between us braid ha*e roared, 

Sin* auld lang syne. 

For auld lang syne, &c. 

An* there's a hand, my trusty firien'. 

An* gi'e' s a hand o* thine. 
An' we'll toom the stoup to Mendship's growth, 

An' auld lang syne. 

For auld lang syne, &c. 

An' surely ye'll be your pint-stoup, 

As sure as TU be mine. 
An' we'll take a richt gude willie waught, 

For auld lang ayne. 

For auld langsyne, &e. 
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0NC5E MORE THAT LAY, MY SWEET 
LUCELLE. 
Mnsio— at ToUden's. 
Once more that lay, my sweet Lucelle! 

How beautiful appears the strain, 
When breathed by fips that breath so well, 

Each liquid note then sing again. 
I've heard it oft, but until now 

It fail*d to charm my heart and ear, 
To chase one shadow from my brow, 
Or bid one sorrow disappear. 

Once more that lay, &c. 

A witchery dwells in thy sweet song, 

A tenderness before unknown: 
To thee, Twucelle, it must belong. 

It lives but in thy voice's tone. 
And foture years shall ne'er efface 

This treasured music from my heart: 
Come weal, come woe, there'll be a trace 

Of thy dear sobg, till life depart 
Then sing once more thy simple lay, 

WeTl revel in the joy it brmgs. 
Chase every dulldr thought away, 

And fonoly think a syren aings. 

rVE A HOME ON THE MOUISTTAIN. 
Music — at Metzler'8. 
I've a home on the moimtfdn, 

A boat on the ferry, 
Though I drink from the fountain, 
My heart's light and merry. 

V 
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Fve DO gold in 'my cc^fen. 
Yet I seek home with glee, 

For the maid of the mountain 
Smiles sweetly on me. 

When my labour is over, 

I le*ave the old ferry, 
And seek my fond lover, 

With heart light and merry: 
At the porch of her cottage, 

*Neatn the old oaken tree. 
The sweet maid of the mountain 

Smiles sweetly on me. 

When the summer is gone, 

And no folks cross uie ferry, 
1*11 seek my wild home. 

With a heart light and merry; 
With my dog and my gun. 

On the moors Til make free. 
When the maid of the mountain 

Is wedded to me. 



ELLEN LORAINE. 
Music — ^at Henry Lee's. 
When I parted from Erin, heart-broken to 
leave thee, 
I dreamt not of falsehood, young Ellen Lo- 
raine; 
I thought, though thou'rt woman, tbonwouldst 
not deceive me, 
Ah, why art thou faithless, young 'ESlen Lo- 
raine? 
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I loTed thee IB s<»tow, leought thee in danger. 

And dear was the peril, and sweet was the 

pain; 

Bot now is thy lodk as the look of a strangier, 

Ah, why art thou faithless, young EUen Lo- 

raine? 

Oh, thou wert the vision that lighten'd my 
pUlow, 
Tbestarof my darkness, yoimgBlldnLorainet 
As the bloom to the rose, as the son to the 
billow, 
Thou cam^st to my slumber, young Ellen Lo- 
raine. 
Then think of me yet, when the false world de- 
ceives thee, 
And friends of gay fortune look cold on thy 
wane: 
When the sheen of thy cheek, like the sunmier's 
light, leares thee, 
Thou'It think how I loyed thee, young EUen 
Loraine. 

Oh, speak not to me! — ^in those eyes I discover 
The wrongs thou hast done me, young Ellen 
Lorfdne; 
Go rest in the arms of a happier lover, 

Go, lovely, but faithless, young EUen L(»tiiBe. 

The moments of rapture, the vow, and the token, 

They thrill in my bosom, and bum in my 

brain; 

Gro, false one, and laugh at the heart thou hast 

broken. 

Go, lovely, but faithless, young EUenLoraineX 
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THE JOLLY YOUNG WATERMAN. 
Mode— at Cramer and Co.'b. 
And did you not hear of a jolly young water- 
man, 
Who at Blackfriars-brid^e used for to ply? 
He feathered his oars with such skill and 
dexterity, 
Winning each heart, and delighting each eye. 
He look'd so neat, and he row'd so steadily, 
The maidens all flock'd to his boat so readily; 
And he eyed the young rogues with so charm- 
ing an air. 
That this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare. 

What siehts of fine folks he oft row'd in his 

wherry! 
'Twas cleaned out so nice, and so painted 

withal: 
He was always first oars when the fine city 

ladies 
In a party to Banelagh went, or YauxhalL 
And ottentmies would they be giggling and 

leerine. 
But 'twas f& one to Tom their gibing and 

jeering, 
For loTing or liking he little did care, 
For this waterman ne'er was in want of a &re. 

And yet but to see how strangely thingp happen, 
As he row'd along thinking of notmng at all, 

He was ply'd by a damsel so lovely and charming, 
lliat sne taiiled, and so straightway in love 
he did faU. 

Digifeed by Google 



POPUI^B SONGS. 69 

And would this young damsel but banish his 

sorrow, 
He'd promise to-night that he*d wed her to 

morrow : 
Then how should this waterman eyer know 

care. 
When he*s married, and never in want of a 

fare? 



I CAUQHT HEB TEAK AT PARTZNG. 
Mnsio— at Jefiferys & Co.'8 
I CAUGHT her tear at parting, 

It mingled with my own; 
Her farewell, too, was spoken 

In sorrow's gentlest tone. 
Yet well do I remember 

The sweet smile that she wore, 
As I spoke of that blest meeting 

When we should part no more. 
Speed on, ye weary nours! 

Time, haste thy flight for me I 
Speed on, that where my heart is — 

That there my home may be! 

How keen the pang of absence. 

Oh, many a heart hath proved! 
But none hath felt more keenly 

Than mine, for my beloved. 
Though kind ones crowd around me. 

With friendship's sweetest lay, 
I cannot but remember 

The loved one, far away. 

Speed on, &c. 
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LOVE IS THE THEME. 
M«8lo--«t CbAppell's. 
LoYB is the theme — 
Love is the theme of the minstrel, all over the 

earth; 
List to the light-hearted chanson of Eranee, 
Trace the burthen of German romimce, 
Hear the ^tar in the sweet orange grove, 
Of what smgs the Spaniard? — 
Oh, is it not love? — • 

Yes, yes, love is the tiieme, &c 

Love is the theme — 

Love is the theme of the minstrel all over the 

earth; 
List to the song in the camp of the brave. 
Hear the sailor, the sport of the wave: 
In court or in cottage, wherever you rove. 
Of what sings the minstrel? — 
Oh, is it not love? — 

Yes, yes, love is the theme, &c 



THE BEAUTIFUL THAMES. 

Mtuio— At WilUams's, Strand. , 

The Thames, the Thames, the beautiful 

Thames! 
What river can equal tEe beautiful Thames! 
On a bright summer's day, in splendid array, 
On its suvery bosom, all gallant and gay. 
Appear the light wherry, the trim samng-boat. 
With steamers majestic, as onward they float. 
On the Thames, the Thames, &c. 
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Some may talk of the Bhone, the Rhine, or the 

Soane, 
Or the waters so vast tiie Americas own; 
But give me the Thames, with its lorely green 

banks, 
Who can doubt but as foremost of rivers it ranks ! 
The Thames, the Thames, &c. 

When the seasons invite, what matchless delight 
A voyage 'bove Richmond presents to the sight, 
As rowii|g or sailing along the fair stream, 
The beauties of nature transcend ant ly beam, 
On the Thames, the Thames, &c. 

If below bridge we glide, on a full swelling tide. 
Of old England we witness, with grandeur and 

pride. 
Noble vessels and docks — all countries 'amaze — 
As on forests of shipping with rapture we gaze, 
On the Thames, the Thames, &c. 



WE'LL HAVE MERRY SONGS IN THE 
WINTRY HOURS. 

Music — ^at Tolkien's. 
Wb'lIi have merry songs in the wintry hours. 

By the crackling yule-log*8 light, 
"When Flora's beauties quit her bowers. 

And the sun is seldom bright 
We'll have merry songs in the wintry hours. 

By the crackling yule-log's light. 
When Flora's beauties quit her bowers. 

And the sun is seldom bright 
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When all is stUl on moor or hill. 

And desolate the plains, 
The brooklet's flow is dull and slow, 

Or bound in i^ chains. 

We'll have merry songs, &o. 

Merry tales well tell in the wintry hours. 

By the cheering taper's ray. 
When sullen clouds and constant showers. 

To the night give half the day. 
Merry tales we*U tell in the wintry jiours. 

By the cheering taper's ray, 
When sullen clouds and constant showers. 

To the night give half the day. 
At the window pane, let Boreas strain 

His throat, with furious din: 
Although his shout be loud without. 

We'll louder laugh within. 

We'll loudly laugh in the wintry, &a 



JOHN ANDEBSON, MY JOB. 
Mttsio—at Z. T. Pnrday's. 
John Anderson, mv jo, John, 

When we were first acquent. 
Your locks were like the raven. 

Your bonnie brow was brent; 
But now your head's tum'd bauld, John, 

Your locks are like the snaw. 
Yet blessings on your frosty pow, 

John Anderson, my jo. 

John Anderson, my jo, John, 
When nature first began 
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To try her cumie hand, John, 

Her master- work was man; 
And you amang them a', John, 

Sae trig from tap to toe, 
^e proyed to be nae journeyman, 

John Anderson, my jo. 

John Anderson, my jo, John, 

Ye were my first conceit. 
And ye need na' think it strange, John, 

Thc^I ca' ye trim and neat; 
Tho* some folks say ye*re auld, John, 

I never think ye so, 
But I think ye're a' the same to me, 

John Anderson, my jo. 

John Anderson, my jo, John, 

We've seen our bairns' bairns. 
And yet, my dear John Anderson, 

Tm happy in your arms; 
And sae are ye m mine, John, 

Im sure yell ne'er say no, 
Though the days are gane that we ha'e seen, 

Jomi Anderson, my jo. 

John Anderson, my jo, John, 

What pleasure aoes it gie 
To see sae mony sprouts, John, 

Spring up 'tween you and me I 
And ilka 1^ and lass, John, 

In our footsteps to go. 
Makes perfect heaven here on earth, 

John Anderson, my jo. 



by Google 



74 POVULAB 801I0I. 

John Anderson, my jo, John, 

Frae year to year we'ye past. 
And soon diat year mann come, John, 

Will bring us to our last; 
But let na' Uiat affright us, John, 

Our hearts were ne'er our foe. 
While in innocent delight weVe lived, 

John Anderson, my jo. 

John Anderson, my lo, John, 

We cKmb'd the hill thegither, ^ 
And monie a cantie day, John, 

We*ve had wi' ane anither; 
Now we maun totter down, John, 

But hand in hand we'll go, 
And sleep thegither at the foot, 

John Anderson, my jo. 

[John Anderson, my jo, John, 

They say 'tis forty^ year 
Sin' I cau'd you my jo, John, 

Sin' you cau'd me your dear: 
I'm sure they must l>e wrang, John, 

It never can be so; 
'Tis but a honey-moon at maist, 

John Anderson, my jo.] 



MY OLD WIFE. 
Hiid&-«t Matiter'8 
TniB has dimm'd the lustre 

Of her eyes that brightly shone, 
And her voice has lost the sweetness 
Of its girlhood's silv'ry tone; 
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But ker heart is still as eheerfol 

Ab in early days of life, 
And as fondly as I prized my bride, 

I knre my dear eld wife I 

When the spring of love was in its bloom, 

And hope gave zest to youth, 
We at the sacred altar stood. 

And plighted tows of truth: 
And since, thoueh changeful years have pass*d, 

With joys and sorrows rife, 
Tet never did I see a change 

in her, my dear old wife I 

Her gentle love my cares have sooth'd. 

Her smiles each joy enhanced; 
As fondly through progressive years 

Together we've advanced. 
Thou^ calmly now the current flows, 

W^ve known misfortune's strife; 
Tet ever did she cheer my 

My faithful, fond old wife! 



WAPPING OLD 6TAIBS. 

Mode— at Leoili Lee's. 

YouB Molly has never proved false, she 

declares. 
Since the last time we parted at Wapping Old 

Stairs; 
When I swore that I still would continue the 

same, 
And gave you the 'bacco-box raark'd with your 

name; 
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When I pass'd a whole fortDight between decks 

with jrou, 
Did I e'er give a kiss, Tom, to one of the crew? 
To be usenil and Mnd, with mj Thomas I 

^ stay'd, 
For his trousers I wash*d and his grog, too, I 

made. 

Though you promised, last Sunday, to walk in 

the Mall, 
With Susan from Deptford, and likewise with 

Sal, 
In silence I stood your unkindness to hear. 
And only upbraided my Tom with a tear. 
Why should Sal, or should Susan, than me be 

more prized? 
For the heart that is true, Tom, should ne'er 

be despis'd; 
Then be constant and kind, nor your Molly 

forsake. 
Still your trousers Til wash, and your grog, 

too, ril make. 

WOODMAN, SPARE THAT TREE. 
Musio—at JefTery and Nelson's. 
WooDMAjj, spare that tree, 

Touch not a single bough! 
In youth it sheltered me, 

And m protect it now. 
TVas my forefather's hand 

That placed it near his cot, — 
There, woodman, let it stand. 

Thy axe shall harm it not 
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That old familiar tree, 

Whose glory and renown 
Are spread o'er land and s^ 

Say, would'st thou hack it down? 
Woodman, forbear thy stroke, 

Cut not its earth-bound ties; 
Oh, spare that aged oak, 

Now towering to the skies! 

Oft, when a careless child. 

Beneath its shade I heard 
The wood-notes, sweet and wild. 

Of many a forest bird. 
My mother kiss'd me here. 

My father press'd my hand, — 
I ask thee, with a tear, 

Oh, let that old oak stand! 

My heart-strings round thee cling 

Close as thy bark, old friend; 
Here shall the wild-bird sing, 

And still thy branches bend. 
Old tree, the storm still brare. 

And, woodman, leave the spot; 
While Fto a hand to save, 

Thy axe shall harm it not 



POPULAR SUPERSTITIONS! 

Mario— at Jeflbry and Nelson's. 
YouNO ladies all, as true as fate, 

Ere wed, vour heart will break, 
If from the bread-and-butter plate 

The last bit you should take! 
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And prav don't throw a chance away, 

Nor, hke Miss Tcxnkins halt; 
She's single to thia very day, 

Because^-^he spilt the salt I 

CHORUS. 

Yonng ladies all, heed what I say, 
These things HI prove, vouTl see; 

Tho' laugh you may, you'll find, some day. 
They're true as truw can be! 

Twelve months, at least, Vm sure 'twill be 

Before you change your narae» 
If, when you wish to snuff the light, 

By chance put out the flame; 
No doubt, it makes vou quite pwplex'd 

Encountering such woel". 
Just now — I knew vou would be vex'd — 

I saw you scratch your nose! 

Piray, do you ever fall up stairs? 

If so, 'twill joy betide ; 
My goodness me! you soon will be. 

Aye very soon, a bride! 
But mind, I say, youHl wish in vain 

For husbands, rings, or wives; , 
Thev'U all be driven from your brain 

If you should cross two knives! 

With dreadful signs last night was fWmght, 

(It frighten'd my poor sire,) 
A winding sheet— Oh, horrid thought! 

And a coflin — ^from the fire! 
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A letter in the candle shone^ 
I started, and blessed my sta^; 

And now I recollect there was 
A stranger on the bars! 

To tarn your money, always seek 

The new moon; but, alas! 
If vou'd unlucky fate escape, 

£>on't look at it through glass! 
Good news ^oull get, if jou should put 

One stocking wrong side on; 
You may depend this is a fact, 

So says my cousin John. 

Boss lost his ships, and all becausef 

Consulting wind and tide, he 
(Oh, short of sight!) thought all was right, 

Ajid started — on a Friday 1 
The sad disasters of his orew, 

Mig^t all have been averted. 
If on their track, some friend, ahick, 

An old shoe had but flirted! 

Dcm't laugh, I pray — Miss Dobbs, one day, 

Tum'd up her nose — (I had her!) 
She, clever lass, thought fit to pass 

Beneath a bricklayer's ladder! 
I told her how unlucky 'twas — 

In a minute's time, or shorter, 
Convinced was she — good gracious me! 

By a precious lump of mortar! 

Toung ladies all, I wish you well. 

La cotmtry and in towny 
Though I these little follies show. 

You mustn't on me frown: 
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With novels never fill your heads. 

Or any fcdse traditions. 
And if you'd lead a hap^y life, 

Then laugh at superstitions! 

AWAY, AWAY, TO THE MOUNTAIN'S 
BEOW. 
Musio—at Henry Lee's. 
AwAT, away, to the mountain's brow, 
Where the trees are gently waving; 
A^^, away, to the mountain's brow, 
Wnere the stream is gently laving; 
And beauty, my love, on thy cheek shall 
dwell. 
Like the rose as it opes to the day; 
WMe the zephyr that breathes tnrougfa the 
flow'ry dell' 
Shakes the sparkling dew-drops away. 
Awav, away, to the mountain's brow. 
Where the trees are gently waving. 

Away, away, 8cc 

Away, away, to the rocky glen. 

Where the deer are wildly bounding; 
And the hills shall echo in gladness again, 

To the hunter's bugle sounding; 
While beauty, my love, on thy cheek shall 
dwell, 
like the rose as it opes to the day; 
While the zephyr, that breathes through the 
flow'ry dell ' 
Shakes the sparkling dew-drops away. 

Away, away, &c. 
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THE OLD ARM-CHAIR. 

Music — at Jeffery and Nelson's. 

1 LOVE it, I love it! and who shall dare 

To chide me for loving that old arm-chair? ' 

I've treasured it long as a sainted prize, 

I've bedew'd it with tears, I've embalm'd it with 

sighs! 
'Tis bound by a thousand bands to my heart; 
Not a tie wiU break, not a link will start; 
Would you know the spell? — a mother sat 

there! 
And a sacred thing is that old arm chair. 

In childhood's hour I lingered near 

The hallow'd seat wilth listening ear; 

And gentle words that mother would give 

To fit me to die, and teach me to live. 

She told me that shame would never betide, 

With Truth for my creed, and God for my 

guide; 
She taught me to lisp my earliest prayer, 
As I knelt beside that old arm-chair. 

I sat and watch'd her many a day, 

When her eye grew dim, and her loeks were 

grey; 
And I almost worshipp'd her when she smiled, 
And turn'd from her Bible to bless her child. 
Years roU'd on, but the last one sped — 
My idol was shattered, my earth- star fled ! 
I learnt how much the heart can bear, 
When I saw her die in her old arm-chair. 
o 
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'Tis past, 'tis past! but I gaze on it norr. 
With quiv'ring breath and throbbing brpw: 
'Twas there she nurs'd, *twas there she died, 
And memory flows with lava tide. 
8ay it is folly* and deem me weak. 
Whilst scaldmg drops start down my cheek; 
But I love it, I lore if! and cannot tear 
My soul from a mother's old arm-chair. 



jJOSE OF ALLANDALE. 

Music— at Leoni Lee's. 

The mom was fair, the ski^s were clear, 

No breath came o'er the sea, 
When Mary left her highland cot, 

And wander'd forth with me; 
Though flowers deck'd the mountain side. 

And fragrance filled the vale. 
By far the sweetest flower there 

Was the Rose of Allandalo. 

Where'er I wander'd, east or west. 

Though fate began to lower, 
A solace still was she to me. 

In sorrow's lonely hour. 
When tempests lash'd our gallant bark. 

And rent her shivering sail, 
One maiden form withstood the storm — 

'Twas the Rose of Allandale. 

And when my fever'd lips were parch'd. 

On Afric's burning sand. 
She whiso'^r'd hopes of happiness, 

And tales of distant land. 
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My tile had been a wilderness, 

Unfalest by fortune's gale. 
Had fate not iink'd tn y lot math hers^ 

The Bose of Allandale. i . 



BEN BLOCK WAS A VETERAN. 
Mntio^ t Wybrow'8. 
Ben Block was a yet'ran of naval renown 

And renown was his only reward t 
For the board still neglected his merits to crown. 

As no interest he held with my lord. 
Yet as brave as old Benbow was sturdy old Ben, 

And he*d laugh at the cannon's loud roar, 
When the death-dealing broadside made worms'- 
meat of men. 
And the scuppers were streaming with gore. 

Nor could a lieutenant's poor stipend provoke, 

The staunch tar to despise scanty prog; 
For his biscuit he'd break, turn his quid, crack 
his joke. 

And drown care in a jorum of grog. 
Thus, year after ^ear, in a subaltern state, 

Poor Ben for his king fought and bled. 
Till time had unrooTd all me thatch from his 
pate, 

And the hair from his temples had fled. 

When on humbly saluting, with sinciput bare, 
A First Lord of the Admiralty once. 

Quoth his lordship, ^'lieutenant, you've lost all 
your hair 
Since I last had a peep at your sconce.** 
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"Why, my lord," replied Ben, "it with truth 
may be said. 
While a bald pate I long have stood under. 
There have so many captcdns walk*d over my 
head, 
That to see me quite scalp'd 'twere no won- 
der I" 



THE MONKS OF OLD. 
Music—at Bansford's. 

Many have told 

Of the monks of old. 
What a saintly race they were; 

But 'tis most true, 

That a merrier crew 
Could scarce be found elsewhere; 

For they sung and laugh'd, 

And the rich wine quaff'd. 
And lived on the daintiest cheer; 

For they laugh'd, ha! ha! 

And thv quafifd, ha! ha! 
And lived on the daintiest cheer. 

And then they would jest 
At the love confess'd 

By many an artless maid; 
And what hopes and fears 
They had breath'd in the ears 

Of those who had sought their wd; 
And they sung and laugh'd. 
And the rich wine quafifd, 

As they told of each love-sick jade. 
And they laugh'd, &c. 

Digged by Google 



POPirLAB S0N09. 85 

Aad the abbot meek, 

With his form so sleek. 
Was the heartiest of them all; 

And would take his place, 

With a smiling face, 
When refection bell would call; 

When they sun^ and laugh'd. 

And the rich wme quafTd, 
Till they shook the olden wall. 

And they laugh'd, &c. 

Then say what they will, 

We*U drink to them still, 
For a loyial band they were; 

And 'tis most true 

That a merrier crew 
Could not be found elsewhere; 

For they sung and laugh'd, 

And the rich wine quaflPd, 
And lived on the daintiest cheer. 

For they laugh'd, &c. 



THE MERMAID'S CAVE. 
Mnsio— at Jackson, Blookley, & Co.'s. 
Come, mariner, down in the deep with me. 

And hide thee under the wave. 
For I have a bed of coral for thee. 
And quiet and sound shall thy slumbers be, 

In a cell of the mermaid's cave. 
Come, mariner, down in the deep with me. 

And hide thee under the wave, ^ 

And quiet and sound shall thy slumbers be. 

In a oeU of the mermaid's cave. 
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And she who is waiting, with choek so pale, 

At the tempest and ocean's roar. 
And weeps when she hears the menacing gale, 
Or sighs to behold her mariner*8 sail 
Come whitening up to the shore: 

Come, mariner, &e. 

She has not long to linger for thee. 

Her sorrows will soon be o'er; 
For the cord shall be broken, the prisoner free, 
Her eye shall close, and her dreams will be 

So sweet — she will wake no more. 

Come, mariner, &c. 

FAREWELL TO HOTTNDSDITCH. 

Parody on " Farewell to the Mountain." "Written by 
Mr. Simmonds. 

Fareweix to dear Houndsditch 
And gals in Duke^s Place; 
Farewell to my Brinah 
And her peaatiful face! 

All so pright, all so fair, 

Half her charms I can't tell; 

She's so lovely to me, 

Farewell! Oh, fkrewelll 

Farewell! for none shweeter 
Den Brinah I knows ; 
She dreshes bo finely, 
In de finesht of cloash: 

Hark her voice, when I hears!—- 

'Tis true vot I tell— 

It soundsh like from heaven ; 

Farewell! Ofa,&rewelI! 
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HAD I A HEART. 

Music— at D'AImaine and Co.'s. 

Had I a heart for folsehood framed, 

I ne*er oould injure you: 
For thouffhyour tongue no promise claim 'd. 

Your churms would make me true* 

To you no soul shall bear deceit, 

No stranger offer wrong; 
For friends in all the aged you'll meet, 

And lovers in the young. 

But when they learn that you have blest 

Another with your heart, 
They'll bid aspiring passion rest. 

And act a brother s part. 

Then, lady, dread not here deceit, 

Nor fear to suffer wrong; 
For friends in all the aged youll meet. 

And brothers in the young. 

WOO'D AND MARRIED AND A*. 
Music— at Duff 8c Hodgson's. 
The bride she is winsome and bonnie, 

Her hair it is snooded sae sleek, 
And faithful and kind is her Johnnie, 

Yet fast fa' the tears on her cheek ; 
New pearlings the cause o' her sorrow, 

New pearlings and plenishing, too: 
The bride that has a' to borrow 

Has e'en right meikle ado. 
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Woo'd and married and a\ 
Wou*d and married and a'. 

And is she na very well aff 
To be woo'd and married and a'? 

Her mother then hastily s^ak*, — 

** The lassie is glaikit wi' pride, 
In my pouches 1 had na a'plack, 

The day that I was a bride; 
E'en tak to your wheel, and be clever, 

And draw out your thread in the sua; 
The gear that is gifted it never 

Will last like the gear that is won. 
Woo'd and married and a*, 
Tocher and havings sae sma', 

I think ye are very weel aff 
To be woo*d and married nd a'." 

" Toot, toot !'* quo' the grey-headed father, 

" She's less of a bride than a bairn. 
She's ta'en like a cowt frae the heather, 

Wi' sense and discretion to learn; 
Half husband, I trow, and half daddy, 

As humour inconstantly leans: 
A chiel maun be patient and steady. 

That yokes wi' a mate in her teens. 
'Kerchief to cover so neat 

Locks the wind used to blaw — 
I'm baith like to laugh and to greet. 

When I think o' her married at a'." 

Then out spak the wily bridegroom, 
Weel waled were his wordies, I ween, 

"I'm rich, though my coffers be tooro, 
Wi' the blink o' your bonny blue een ; 
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I'm prouder o* thee by my side, 

Though thy ruffles and ribbons be few. 
Than if Kate o' the craft were my bride, 

Wi' purfiee and pearlings enew: 
Dear and dearest of ony, 

Ye're woo'd and bootet and a*. 
And do ye think scorn o' your Johnnie, 

And grieve to be married at a*?" 

She tum*d, and she blush'd, and she smiled. 

And she looket sae bashfully down; 
The pride o* her heart was beguil'd, 

And she play'd wi' the sleeve o' her gown; 
She twirled the tag o' her lace. 

And she nippet her boddice sae true, 
Syne blinket sae sweet in his face. 

And a£P like a maukin she flew. 
Woo'd and married and a', 

Married and carried awa'. 
She thinks hersel' very weel aflF, 

To be woo'd and married and a'. 



SHE WHOM I LOVE SO WELL. 

Music — at J. Turner's. 
Is she not passing fair. 

She whom I love so well? 
On earth, in sea, or air. 

Where may her equal dwell? 
Oh, tell me, ye who dare, 

Who dare to brave her beauty's spell ! 
Is she not passing fair, — 

She whom I love so well? 
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Whether she speak or sing, 

Be lively or serene, 
Alike in ev'ry thiug, 

Is she not Deauty's queen? 
Then let the world declare, 

Let all who see her tell. 
That she is passing fair, — 

She whom I love so well. 



OH, I SHOULD LIKE TO MARRY. 

Musio— at Ransford*!. 
Oh, I should like to marry, 

IJF that I could find 
Any handsome fellow 

Suited to m^ mind! 
Oh, I should hke him dashing ! 

Oh, I should like him gay ! 
The leader of the fashion. 

And dandy of the day I 

Oh, I should like, &c. 

Oh, I should like his hair, 

As Truefit's wigs, divine; 
The sort of thing each fair 

Would envy being minel 
He mustn't be too short, 

He mustnH be too burly; 
But slim, and tall, and straight, 

Moustache and whiskers curly. 

Oh, I should like, &c. 

His cab, too, he must drive, 
With a tiny tiger dear ; 
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And a f^aeton, and a Brongfaam, 
And ten thousand pounds a^jear. 

He mustn't wish to have 
All things just his own waj; 

Fe must m<^ when I am grave, 
And be gay when I am gay. 

Oh, I should like, &c. 

Tm sure he'll never grumble, 

But live a life of ease, 
Tfiat is, on one condition — 

I'm to do whate'er I please! 
Now isn't this good-natured? " 

And don't you all agree 
This little tiny privilege 

Is not too much for me? 

Oh, I should like, &c. 
4 

PRETTY STAR OF THE NIGHT. 
Music — at Duff and Hodgson's. 
The daylight has long been sunk under the 
billow. 
And zephyr its absence is mourning in sighs : 
Then quickly, my dearest, arise &om your 
pillow. 
And make the night day with the light of 
your eyes* 
That furer than you no one ever may prove, 
The bright momd that form'd you they've 

broken, my love. 
And now you alone can your image renew; 
Then, Oh, for creation's sake, rise, dearest, do! 
The daylight, &c. 
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Prbtty star of my sooll Heaven's stars all ont- 
shining; 
Sweet dream of my slomlftrs ! Ah, love, pray 
you rise; ' 

Enchantress, all hearts in your fetters entwining. 
To my ears you are music, and light to my 
eyes. 
To my anguish you're balm, to my pleasures 

you're bliss; 
To my touch you are joy, there's the world in 

your kiss ; 
Day is noj; day, if your presence I miss: 
Ah, no! 'tis a night cold and cheerless as this! 
Pretty star of my soul, &c 

BE A GOOD BOY AND TAKE CAKE OF 
% YOURSELF. 

Music — at Law8on*s. 

When I was at home, with my father and 
mother, 

I bate the old couple, and Teddy my 
brother — 

At laming, I mane; for I handled the spade. 

And so nately I followed the turfcutting trade; 

But old Father Murphey, our parish director. 

He now and then gave me a bit of a lecture; 

"Arrah, Barney," says he, "you're a frolic- 
some elf, 

But be a good boy, and take care of yourself !* 
With your too ral lal loo, &c. 

I^ Judy I lov'd, and oft gave her a kiss; 

" *ne^ B imey ,' says she, Imt ne'er took it amiss : 

Digifeed by Google 



POPULAB 80N0& 98 

One night I took leave; says I " Judy I'm off," 
Bat heard, as I thought, in the closet, a cough; 
So I opened the door, and I stared like a pig, 
There stood old Father Murphey, without hat 

or wig; 
" Arrah, Father," says I, " you're a frolicsome 

elf. 
But be a good boy and take care of yourself I" 
With your too ral lal loo, &c. 

I was a going, when old Father Murphey 

cried, " stay. 
We'll settle this matter, I'll tell you the way, 
I'll marry you both, and then, Barney, you 

know " 

"Thank'ee, father," says I, "but I'd much 

rather go." 
So to old Father Murphey I bade a good fiight, 
And to Judy I said what you'll own was 

quite right 
"Arrah, Judy," says I, "you're a frolicsome 

elf. 
But I'll be a good boy, and take care of 

myself!" 

With my too ral lal loo, &c. 



THE THORN. 
Music — at D'Almaine and Co.'s. 
From the white-blossom'd sloe my dear Chloe 
requested 
A sprig, her fair breast to adorn; 
No, by heavens I I exclaimed,- may I perish, 
If ever I {da&t in that bosom a thorn! 
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Then I show'd hdr the ring, and unplored ber 
to marry; 

She blushed like the dawnin? of mom, — 
Tea, I'll consent, she replied, it you'll promise 

That no jealous rival shall laugh me to scorn. 



HERli'S TO THE MAIDEN. 
Muslo-Hit Leoni Lee's. 
Here's to the maiden of bashful fifteen, 

Likewise to the widow of fifty : 
Here's to the bold and extravagant quean, 
And here's to the housewife that's thrifty. 
liCt the toast pass. 
Drink to the lass, 
I warrant she'll prove an excuse for the glass. 

Here's to the maiden whose dimples we prize. 
Likewise to her that has none, sir; 

Here's to the maid with a pair of black eyes, 
And here's to her that's but one, sir. 

Let the toast pass, &c. 

Here's to the maid with a bosom of snow. 
And to her that's as brown as a berry; 

Here's to the wife with a face full of woe. 
And here's to the girl that is merry, 

Let the toast pass, &c. 

Let her be clumsy, or let her be slim. 
Young or ancient, I care not a feather; 

So fill a pint bumper quite upio the brim. 
And e'en let oS toast them together. 

Let the toast pass, &c. 
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TURN'D AWAY AND WEPT. 

Music — at Lawson's 
I MET thy glance of scorn, 

And then my anguish slept; 
But when the crowd was gone, 

1 tum'd away and wept. 
I could not bear the frown 

Of one who thus could move, 
And feel that all my fault 

Was only too much love. 

I ask not if thy heart 

Hath aught for mine in store,— 
Tet let me love thee still, 

If thou canst yield no more. 
Let me, unchidden, gaze 

Still on the heaven I see; 
Although its happy rays 

Be aQ denied to me. 



UNDER THE KOSE. 

Music— at Falkner's. 

If a secret you'd keep, 

There is one I could tell. 
Though I think from my eyes 

You might guess it as well. 
But as it might injure 

Another's repose, 
like a thorn let it be, 

That is under the rose. 

Fal lal la, lal la' »- 
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As Love in the garden 

Of Venus one day 
Was sportipg where he 

Was forbidden to play, 
He fear'd that some sylph 

Might his mischief disclose. 
So he slyly conceard himself 

Under a rose. 

FaJ lal la, &o. 

Where likeness is found 

To thy breath and thy lips, 
Where honey the sweetest 

The summer bee sips; 
Where loTe, timid lore, 

Found the safest repose, 
There our secret will keep, dearest, 

Under the rose. 

Fal, laltK&o 

KATTY O'COENEY. 

A popular Parody on " Kathleen Mavonmeen ;" written 

by Mr. J. H. Jewell. 
Katty O'Corney, de to^ of de morning 

Is breaking upon me, wid frost and wid snow. 

And de chilblains, my honey, yourself 'ud be 

scorning. 

Have saized like de cramp on my War little toe. 

Oh, have you forgotten de wake of Tim Riley ! 

Oh, h ave you forgotten de groan dat he gave ! 

If ye kape me all night, dis here mighty cowld 

morning, 

It's not long before dat 1*11 be in my grave. 
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Katty O'Comey get up from yer snoring. 

And don't be a slapeing from morning to ni^ht ; 
And what would I gain, if I stand here adoring. 
Unless yer swate lips breathe the wovaa 
"Take a sigW* 
O'Comey, O'Comey, de snow wot is falling 

It makes me all white, like a labourer's hod; 
And all dis here time that yerself Fve been 
calling, 
I find that y e^ ve been to the s wato land of Nod 



THE BRIDE'S FAREWELL. 
Musio— «t Jeffery aitd Co.'s^ 
Why do I weep to leave the vine. 

Whose clusters o*er me bend; 
The myrtle — ^yet, Oh, call it mine I— 

The flowers I love to tend. 
A ^oosand thoughts of all things dear 

like shadows o'er me sweep; 
I leave my sunny childhood here — 

Oh, therefore, let me weep! 

I leave thee, sister! — we have play'd 

Through many a joyous hour. 
Where the silv'ry green of the olive shade 

Hung dim o*er fount and bower; 
if es, thou and I by stream, by shore. 

In song, in prayer, in sleep 
Have been, as we may be no more — 

Kind sister, let me weep ! 

Mother, I leave thee! on thy breast 
Pouring out joy and woe, 

H 
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I Ve found that holy place of rest 

Still changeless — ^yet I ^o! 
Lips that haTe luird me with your strain, 

Eyes that haTe watched my sleep-^ 
Will earth give love like yours again? — 

Sweet mother, let me weep I 



ALL IS LOST NOW. 
Music— At T. Booe^ and Go. '8. 
Aiiii is lost now — 

Ob, for me love's sun is set for ever! 

This poor heart in future never 
Not one hope of bliss can see. 

Hence! hence, thou lost one! 

Go! ungrateful! 
Thou away all hope hath driven. 

Go! — Go, ungratefol! 
See these looks so fraught with sadness ; 
Oh, once this heart was filled with gladness. 
Now 'tis driven into madness. 

Made unhappy still by thee I 

See those looks, &c. 

Still 60 gently o*er me stealing, 
Mem'ry will bring back the feeling. 
Spite of all my grief revealing, 
That I love mee, that I dearly love thee 
still. 
Though some other swain may charm thee, 
Ah, no other e'er can warm me I 
Yet ne'er fear I will not harm thee, 
Ko, thou false one, I fondly love thee stiH. 
Ah ne'OT fear, &c. 

Digifeed by Google 



POPULAR SONGS. 99 

THE EXILE OF ERIN. 
Music — at Monro and May's. 

There came to the beach a poor exile of Erin, 
The dew on his thin robe was heavy and chill : 
For his countrj^ he sigh'd, when at twilight re- 
pairing. 
To Wander alone by the wind-beaten hill. 
But the day-star attracted his eye's sad devotion, 
As it rose o*er his own native isle of the ocean. 
Where once, in the flow of liis youthful emotion, 
He sang the bold anthem of Erin go Bragh. 

O, sad is my fate 1 said the heart-broken stranger. 
The wild deer and wolf to a covert can flee; 

But I have no refuge from famine or danger, 
A home and a country remain not to me. 

Ah, never again in the ^een shady bowers 

Where my forefathers lived shall I spend the 
sweet hours; 

Or cover my harp with the wild-woven flowers, 
Ajid strike the sweet numbers of Erin go 
Bragh. 

Erin, my country ! though sad and forsaken. 

In dreams I re-visit thy sea-beaten shore: 
But, alas, in a far foreign land I awaken. 

And fflgh for the friends who can meet me 
no more! 
Oh, cruel fate! wilt thou never replace me 

in a mansion of peace, where no perils can 
chaoe me? 
Never again shall my brothers embrace me — 

They died to defend me, or live to deplore. 
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Where now is mj cabin door, fast by the wild 
wood? — 
Sisters and sire did weep for its fall! 
Where is the mother that looked on my child- 
hood? 
And where is my bosom-friend, dearer than 
all? 
Oh, my sad heart ! long abandoned by pleasure. 
Why doth it dote on a fast-fading treasure? 
Tears, like the rain-drop, may fall without 
measure. 
But rapture and beauty they cannot recall. 

But yet, all its sad recollections suppressing, 

One dying wish my fond bosom can draw — 
Erin, an exile bequeaths thee his blessing. 

Land of my forefathers — ^Erin go Bragh! 

Buried and cold, when my heart stills its motion, 

Green be thy fields sweetest isle of the ocean i 

And thy harp-striking bards sing aloud with 

deyotion 

Erin, mayoumeen, sweet Erin go Bragh! 



PROUDLY AND WIDE MY STANDARD 
FLEES. 
Marie— «t Chappell'B. 
Proudly and wide my standard flying 
Now, gallant heart, assert thy way; 
Brightly my star new h ■>pe supplying, 
liCads on the hour that shall repay. 
OVr Aljttne rock, o'er hill and plain. 
My will is law— a king I reign. 

I*roudly and witle, &c. 
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Awed firom the path of the bold mountain 
ranger. 
Soon shall my foes in silence cower, 
Humbled by shame, defeat, and danger, 
. Owning my more than princely power ; 
And brave rewards be mine at last, 
For conjjicts dared and perils past 

Proudly and wide, &c. 



THE YEOMEN OF ENGLAND. 

Mosio— at Leoni Lee's. 

In England, when the cnrfew bell 

Froclaim*d the Norman sway. 
Oh, ^en it rang the parting knell 
Of freedom pass'd away. 
For the yeoman then. 
With his trusty men. 
Oft ploughed the battle-plain ; 
And his flocks were kept 
Where the warrior slept — 
May we ne'er see the like again I 

Those iron days are past and gone ; 

Then came the sunny days. 

When all the royal favour shone 

On good old English ways. 

Then the days were blest ; 

For the land had rest, 
Nor labour toil'd in vain : 

Both in cot and hall. 

They were merry all — 
May we soon see the like again! 
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Then hope the farmer's cares beguiled. 

His flocks were on the hill, 
His crc^ around the valley smiled, 
And merry went the mill. 

Then the peasant sajug, 

Till the echos rang, 
As he reap*d the golden grain ^ 

For a feast to come 

Was the harvest-home — 
May we soon see the like again! 

May peace be still the yeoman's lot. 

His gamers well be stored ; 
May peace be in the peasant's cot, 

And plenty crown his board. 
May England flounsh great and free. 
Her commerce long maintain ; 
And the good old ways 
Of the bye-gone days. 
May we soon see the like again! 



THERE WAS A JOLLY BEGGAR. 

Sung by Mr. Templeton, in his Musical Entertainment 

There was a jolly beggar, and a-begging he 

was boun', , 

And he took up his quarters into a land* art 
toun. 
Aud we'll gang nae mair a-roving, a-roving 

in the night ; 
We'll gang nae mair a-roving, let the moctt 
shine e'er so bright. 
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He wad neither lye in barn, ner yet wad he in 

bvre; 
Bat in anint the ha* door, or else afore the fire. 
And we'll gang nae mair a-roving, &c. 

The beggar's bed was made at e*en, wi* guid 
dean straw and hay, 

And in ahint the ha' door, and there the beg- 
gar lay. 
And we'll gang nae mair a-roving, &c. 

Up raise the guidman's dochter, and for to bar 

the door, 
And there she saw the beggar standin' i* the 

floor. 
And we'll gang nae mair a-roving, &c. 

He took a horn frae his side, and blew baith 

loud and shrill, 
And four and twenty belted knights came 
skipping oW the mill. 
And we'U gang nae mair a-roving, &c. 

And he took out his little knife, loot a' his 

duddies fa'. 
And he was the brawest gentleman that was 

amang them a' 
And we'll gang nae mair a-roying, &c. 



THE FLOWERS OP THE FOREST. 

Music— afe Duff and Hodgson's. 
I'lne seen the smiliag of Fortune beguiling, 

r?e tasted her favours, and felt her decay ; 
ftw«et is her blessing, and kind her oaressing. 
But soon it is fled— it is fled far awae. 
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IVe seen the forest adorned of the foremost/ 
With flowers of the fairest, both pleasant 
and gay: 
Full sweet was their blooming, their scent the 
air perfuming, - 
But now they are wither'd, and a' wede awae. 

I*ve seen the- morning, with gold the hills 
adorning. 
And the red storm roaring, before the part- 
ing day; 
I've seen Tweed's silver streams, glittering in 
the sunny beams, 
Turn drumly and dark, as they rolled on 
their way. 

Oh, fickle fortune! why this cruel sporting? 
Why thus perplex us poor sons of a day? 
Thy frowns cannot fear me, thy smiles cannot 
cheer me, 
Since the flowers of the forest are a' wede 
awae. 



MY NOEMANDY. 
Music — at J. Lawson's. 
Hope whispers me, when summer comes. 

And genid verdure crowns the plain. 
That I shall see my native land, 

And greet my birtfa>place once again; 
Where first in infancy 1 drew 

The breath of life so pure and ieee; 
In dreams 'tis present to my view — 

My Normandyl my Normaodyt 
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I'to seen the shores of Italy, 

And Venice with its gondoliers, 
And Switzerland, the brave and free. 

Which boosts soch hardy mountaineers; 
I've seen all these, yet wander on, 
• In hc^ my long-loved home to see, 
For I would ever gaze upon 

My Kcurmandyl my Normandy! 

It seems to me a dream of life 

Since youth*s bright smiles havo pass'd away 
And ev*ry form I loved on earth 

By time*s rude hand hath met decay. 
. Still let me live to dream of all 

The sunny smiles I loved to see. 
As when in youth I gazed upon 

My Nonnandyl my Normandy! 



THE SAILOR'S JOURNAL. 
Mnsie— at D' Almaine & Co.'t. 
'TwAS post meridian, half-past four, 

By signal I from Nancy parted; 
At six she lingered on the snore. 

With uplift hands and broken-hearted. 
At seven, while taughtening the forestay, 

I saw her faint, or else 'twas fancy; 
At eight we all got under weigh, 

And bade a long adieu to Nancy ! ' 

Night came, and now eight bells had rung. 
While ciffeless sailors, ever cheery. 

On the mid watch so jovial sung. 
With temptn labour cannot weary. 
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I, little to their mirth inoHned, / 

While tender thou^ts rush'd on my fitncy^ 

And my warm sighs increased the wind, 
Look'd on the moon, and thought of Nancy! 

And now arrived that jovial night 

When every true-bred tar carouses; 
When o'er the grog, all hands delight 

To toast their sweethearts and their spouses. 
Round went the can, the iest, the glee, 

While tender wishes fiu'd each fancy i 
And when, in turn, it came to me, 

I heaved a sigh, and toasted Nancy ! 

Next mom a storm came on at four. 

At .six the elements in motion. 
Plunged me and three poor sailors more 

Headlong within the foaming ooean. 
Poor wretches ! they soon found their graves; 

For me — ^it may be only fancy—- 
But love seem'd to forbid the w«ves 

To snatch me from the arms of Nancy ! 

Scarce the foul hurricane was clear'd. 

Scarce winds and waves had ceased to rattle, 
When a bold enemy appear'd. 

And, dauntless, we prepared for battle. 
And now, when some loved friend or wife 

like lightening rushed on every fancy, 
To Providence I trusted life, 

Put up a prayer, and thought of Nancy 1 

At last— 'twas in the mouth of May— 
The crew, it being lovely weather, 

At three a. m. discover*d day 

And England's chalky clifis together 
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At even up Channel now we bore, 

While hopes and fears rush'd on my fancy, 

At twelve I gaily jump'd ashore, 

And to my throbing heart press*d Nancy ! 



THE THREE AGES OF LOVE. 

Mnaio—at Chi^ipell's. 

Oh, the early time of love, 
When my fancy used to rove. 
From the black eyes to the blue, from the tiny 
to the tall; 
When as many giiis were dear, 
As the days that fill the year. 
And the newest and the youngest was the 
fairest of them all: 
When I lived but in her sight, 
And I laid awake all night. 
Ere I met her in the greenwood, on a dewy 
mom of May; 
And a treasure passing rare, 
Was a stolen tress of hair — 
Oh, merry days of youth, 'twas a sin ye could 
not stay! 

Oh, the manly time of love! 
Though the face for which I strove 
From its cheeks hath lost a rose, from its eyes 
one shade of blue; 
Though X see a ftirrow now 
On its mUd and matron brow. 
The years that dimmed its beauty have made 
it dearer too; 
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And my heart it swells with pride 
To see ner by my side, 
Or to hear her singing tenderly some old and 
simple lay; 
When the fire is burning bright 
On a stormy winter night — 
Oh, days of home delight, ye should never pass 
away! 

But aee comes creeping near, 
With his forehead bleaS: and sear. 
And his heavy, heayy ear, and his voice so 
small and shrill ; 
When my step must totter slow. 
And my strength must dwindle low. 
Till a baby with its little hand can lead me 
where it will: 
But though manhood's prime be past. 
So long as life shall last. 
Still her gentle voice shall cheer me, still 
her faithful arms sustain ; 
And our love shall even brave 
The parting of the |prave; 
For I loiow there's bliss beyond, and we shall 
meet again. 



THE GIPSY QUEEN. 

Murio— «t Jeffery and Nelson's. 

Oh 1 'tis I 'm the Gipsy Queen! 

And Where's the queen like me. 
That can revel upon the green, 

For ever blithe and free? 
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What thoi]£^h my cheek be brown, 

And wilamy raven hair, 
A red cloth hood my crown. 

And the sceptre the wand I bear? 

Oh, 'tis Tm, &c. 

With my kingdom Vm well content, 

Thoogh the realm's but the hawthorn glade, 
And my palace a tatter'd tent, 

Beneath the willow's shade; 
Though my banquet I'm forc'd to make 

On haws and berries store, 
And the game that by chance we take 

From some neighbouring hind's barn door I 
Yel 'tis Fm, &c 



BEHIND YON HILLS WHERE LUGAR 
FLOWS. 
Musio— «t Duff and Hodgson's. 
Behind yon hills where Lugar flows, ' 

'Mang moors an' mosses mony, O; 
The wintry sun the day has closed. 
And m awa to Nannie, O! 

The westlin wind blaws loud and shrill, 
The night's baith mirk and rainy, O; 

But ril get my pl^d, an' out I'll steal. 
An' owre the nills to Nannie, 01 

My Nannie's charming, sweet, an' young, 

Nae artfu' wiles to win ye, O; 
May ill befo* the flattering tongue. 

That wad beguile my Nannie, 0! 
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Her face is fair, her heart is true, 
As spotless as she's bonny, O; 

The opening gowan, wet wi' dew, 
Nae purer is than Nannie, 01 

A country lad is my degree. 
An' few there be that ken me, O; 

But what care I how few they be? 
Tm welcome ay to Nannie, O! 

My riches a's my penny fee. 
An' I maun guide it cannie, O; 

But warl*s gear ne'er troubles me, 
My thoughts are a', my Nannie, O! 

Our auld guidman delights to view 
His sheep and kye thrive bonny, O; 

But Tm as blythe that bauds his pleugh, 
An* has nae care but Nannie, O! 

Come weel, come woe, I carena by, 
I'll tak what heaven will sen me, O; 

Nae ither care in life have I, 
But live an' love my Nannie, O! 



THE ROSE IN YOUR BOUQUET IS 
FADED. 
Music— at P. Jew6ll'8. 

The rose in your bouquet is faded, 

Its blooming beauties past; 
Old Care with blighting hand bath aided. 

To guide the with'ring blast. 
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Though sweet the flower, it heeds no ruin 
. 'Tis destined to sustain, 
No blissful sense of life renewing 
Though it ne'er blooms again. 

The blight of death each leaf doth wither 

The rose e'en must decay, 
And though its fragrance wafteih hither 

How soon 't will pass away; 
How brief the tribute thou art leaving, 

Thou sweet, thou cherish'd flower; 
Alas! I fear there's no retrieving, 

The queen bud of the bower. 



MY POOR DOG TRAY. 

Music — at Wybrow's. 

On the green biLnks of Shannon, when Shelah 

was ni^h, 
No blythe Irish lad was so happy as I, 
No harp like my own could so cheerily play. 
And wnerever I went was my poor dog Tray. 

When at last I was forced from my Shelah to 

part. 
She said, (while the sorrow was big at her 

heart,) 
Oh, remember your Shelah when far, far 

away. 
And be kind, my dear Pat, to our poor dog 

Tray I 

Poor dog he was faithful and kind to be sure; 
And he constantly loved me, although I wap 
poor; 

Digifeed by Google 



112 POPULAR SONGS, 

When the sour-looking folks sent me heartless 

away, 
I had always a friend in. my poor dog Tray. 

When the road was so dark and the night was 

so cold. 
And Pat and his dog were grown wesry an€ 

old. 
How snugly we slept in my old coat of gray. 
And he licked me for kindness — my poor dog 

Tray, 

Though my wallet was scant, I remember'd his 

case, 
Nor reused my last crust to his pitiful face ; 
But he died at my feet on a cold winter's day. 
And I played a lament for my poor dog Tray. 

Where now shall I go?— poor, forsaken, and 

blind- 
Can I find one to guide me so faithful and 

kind? 
To.my sweet native viUa^. so far, far away, 
I can ne'er more return with my poor dog TYay. 



THE TEA-TOTALIST. 
Music—at Jeffery & Co.'s 
John Jones was a farmer, and highl> respec- 
table, 
Always in spirits, and nerer dejectable; 
One of those men who would nerer annoy 
himself, ' - 

But over his brandy-and- water enjoy himself ; 
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Srer f&mxd sobep, disHking a dizziness. 
Rising each mom with a clear head for business ; 
He BenOHr*d his Queen, as he loved to be 

national, 
Afnd Hved like a being disposed to be rational. 

^otin Jones had a wife who was pleasant in 
feature, 

A idee litde woman, a ^ood*hearted creature; 

She'd ffood worldly wisdom, could shrewdly 
defeat a plan, 

In short, just the woman who knew how to treat 
a man. 

Children they had, too, all grown up and dutiful^ 

Boys looking healthy, and girls looking beau- 
tiful; 

Kot a brow wai there o*erclouded by sappiness, 

But their fire-side was the picture of happiness* 

Thus John loved his home, nor did his spirits 

sink at all. 
Till some one told John 'twas a sin for to drink 

at all; 
And though he never broke through the rul^s 

of sobriety. 
Got him to loin a Tea-Total Society. 
John, from his fbelings, would fain have evadttl 

him. 
Bat the sanctified phiz of the fellow persuaded 

him; 
His wife 'gan to check him, but quick he did 

thwart her. 
And vow'd from that time he'd drink nothing 

bat water I 

I 
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If John met a friend he always took tea wi^ 

him, 
Though he felt at the same time it SSxCt 

agree with him; 
All grog he forsakes now, good home-brew'd 

too, he leaves, 
To go home and smoke his pipe over his tea^ 

leaves. 
His wife saw with sorrow the change that took 

place in him. 
Until she at length could no cheerfulness trace 

in him: 
He got dull and mopish, drank slops to satiety. 
Which made Uie dame curse the Tea-Total 

Society. 

The winter came on— his great coat he look'd 

thin in it, 
He still swallowed water without any gin in it; 
The consequence was, though not given to 

larketing, 
He died one cold night after coming from 

marketing. 
The wife broken-hearted, to find thus her joy » 

end, 
Oall*d in the doctors, declared he'd been poison'd. 
His body they opened, and found, besides blowr 

galls. 
His inside was stuffed fiill of tea-leaves and 

snow-balls ! 

My moral is plain— had John lived and enjoy^ 

himself, 
He'd ne'er like a fool or a madman destroy** 

himself; 
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This proves then his folly — ^from nature he 

caught a rub, 
Thro' chaoging his stomach clean into a 

water-tub. 
Since good liquor, doubtless, was sent for our 

uses. 
To gladden our hearts, while we shun its 

abuses, 
May each Tea-Totalist freeze until ice he's a 

lump of, 
"EiST the man that drinks water, Vd hare made 

a pump of! 



THE PILOT'S GRAVE. 
Mnsio— et B. William's. 

Trust not the wave, my only boy. 

Go where thou wilt beside. 
Though winds be Iiush'd and bine the sky. 

Yet danger will betide; 
Thy father was a pilot bold, 

And skilled, well skill*d to save, 
Tet 'neath the wild blue waters cold 

Was all the pilot's grave. 

What though thy bark's career may be 

Swift as the eagle's flight, 
From lightning canst thou hope to flee. 

Or tempest black as night? 
No honour gain'd can aid thee then. 

Nor valiant arm can save— 
How many Britain's bravest men 

Have shared the pilot's gravel 
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I know thee daring as thy sire. 

As thou his look dost wear, 
Thine eye beams forth the same keen fire. 

And thine his raven hair; 
Oh, go not, lest his fate be thine. 

Beneath the dark blue wave; 
Think on the joys thou must resign — 

Think on the pilot's grave! 



THE DAUGHTER OF ISRAEL. 

Music — at Wybrow*8. 

A DAUGHTER of Israel sat by a stream, 
And the waters roU'd murmuring by ; 
lake the shadows that flit o*er the soul in a 
dream. 
Or the storm clouds that darken the sky. 
The clear light that shone in her mild-beaming 
eye, 
Proclaim'd her as one of the free; 
And these were the words that she breathed 
with a sigh, 
" I weep, land of Judah, for thee." 

The thunder roar*d loud, but she heed*d not 

that. 

She thought on the land of the brave; 

And still by the waters she mournfully sat, 

• Till the stream billowed high in a wave; 

And as she departed, this, this was her lay, 

" Farewell to the land of the free; 
No longer thy children the timbrel shall play, 
I weep, land of JudaTi, for iheeV* 
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STAND TO YOUR GUNS. 
Murie— at lyAImaine & Co.'s. 
Stand to your guns, my hearts of oak I 
Let not a word on board be spoke, 
Victory soon will crown the joke — 

Be silent, and be ready. 
Ram home your gmis, and sponge them well, 
Let us be sure the balls will tell. 
The cannons' roar shall sound their knell I 

Be steady, boys, be steady! 

Not yet, nor yet, nor yet — reserve your fire, 

I do desire: — Fire! 
Now the elements do rattle. 
The gods, amazed, behold the battle: 

A broadside, my boys ! 
See the blood in purple tide 
Trickle down her batter'd side; 
Winged with fate the bullets fly — 
Conquer boys, or bravely die. 
Hurl destruction on your foes — 

She sinks — huzza! 
To the bottom down she goes! 

THERE'S A LIGHT IN HER LAUGH- 
ING EYE. 
Music— «t Hawes's. 
Therb*8 % light in her laughing eye, 

A sparkling beam firom the mind within ; 
As the lightnme^s flash in the sky, 

'Tis a gleam mwn the world that knows no 
sin. 
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There's a charm in her gracious smile, 
A charm that drives each doubt away: 

As the dawn to some favor'd isle. 
Is the dawn of hope to some glorious day. 
There's a light, &c 

Oh, there's a charm in her gentle sigh, 
A voice that whispers of joy and love! 

As the murmuring breeze in its melody, 

'Tis a whbper we catch from the blest above. 
There's a light, &c. 



ON BY THE SPUR OF VALOR 
GOADED. 
Mnsio— «t Blacknum's. 
On by the spur of valor goaded 
Pistols primed and carbines loaded, 
Courage strikes on hearts of steel. 
While each spark through the dark gloom of 

night. 
Lends a clear and cheering light, 
Who a fear, or doubt can feel ? 
Who a fear or doubt can feel ? 
While each spark, &c. 

Like serpents now through thickets creeping, 
Then on our prey like lions leaping; 
Calvette to the onset lead us. 
Let the weary traveller dread us. 
Struck with terror and amaze; 
While our swords with lightning blaze, 
Thunder to our carbines roaring^ 
Bursting clouds in torrents pourmg, 
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Wash the saDguine dagger's blade, 
Our*s a free and roving trade: 

To the onset let's away, 

Valor calls and we obey. 

To the onset, &c 

SALLY IN OUR ALLEY, 
Music— at H. Lee's. 
Of all the girls that arc so smart, 

There's none like pretty Sally, 
She is the darlin^^ of my heart, 

And she lives m our alley; 
There is no lady in the land. 

Is half so sweet as Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 

Her father he makes cabbage-nets, 

And through the streets does cry 'em; 
Her mother she sells laces long, 

To such as please to buy 'em ; 
But sure such folks could ne'er beget 

So sweet a ^1 as Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 

When she is by, I leave my work, 

(I love her so sincerely) 
My master comes, like any Turk, 

And bangs me most severely ; 
But let him beat me as he may« 

I'll bear it all for Sally j 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 
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?f all the days that's in the week, 
^ I dearly love but one day, 
And that s the day that comes betwixt 
/ A Saturday and Monday; - 

^For then I*m drest all in my best, 
I To walk abroad with Sally; 
[ She is the darlinpf of my heart, 
And she lives in our'alley. 

My master forces me to church, 

And often am I blamed, 
Because I leave him in the lurch. 

As soon as text is named. 
I leave the church in sermon-time, 

To walk abroad with Sally ; 
• She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 

j When Christmas comes about again, 
( Oh then I shall have money! 
i I'll hoard it up, and box and all, 

il'Il give it to my honey ; 
I would it were ten thousand pounds, 
I'd give it all to Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart. 
And she lives in our alley. 

My master and the neighbours all, 

Make game of me and Sally, 
And (but for her) I'd better Jt»e 

A slave, and row a galley ; 
But when my seven long years are out, 

Oh, then I'll marry Sally I 
Oh, then we'll wed, and then we'll bed. 

But not in our alley! 
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THE LAST ADIEU. 
Music— at Alcroft's. 
Farewell, dearest I fare thee well! 

And blessings with the go; 
May sunshine be upon thy path, 

And flowers around thee grow. 
For thou wert kind, when all the world 

From me and fortune fell, 
Thy smiles hath sooth*d the troubled heart — 

But, dearest, fare thee well! 

Farewell, dearest! still I stay, 

(And yet I know not why,) 
I hear the magic of thy voice. 

The music of thy sigh ; 
Once more thy hand is press'd in mine, 

Onco more 1 feel its spell; 
Oh, give me but one sunny smile. 

Then, dearest, fare thee well ! 

LITTLE QUEEN COLE. 

WRITTEN BT CHARLES BLONDEL, ESQ. 

Music — at Manby's. 

Oh little Queen Cole was as nice a little f oul 

As any in this company; 
And she loved the King more than anything 

Else, — ^but the green monkey. 
So when old King Cole did call for his bowl. 

As in tmth very often did he. 
If he'd send away the fellows to make merry 
in th« cellars. 
Why a sly little drop took she. 
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But little Queen Cole (and its true i^on my soul. 

Strange though the fact may be) 
She scolded the King, like anything, 

For smoking of tobaccy ! 
Though of angels the type, she couldn't bear a 



nipe, 
3 ha 



She hated it mortally; 
And she made such a rout as put the King's 
pipe out, 
Oh, most confoundedly ! 

Now, little Queen Cole had a musical soul. 

So she sent for her pianists three; 
When Mr. Chopin he soon came a-hopping. 

Such a very nimble chap was he: 
While Thalberg juid liszt, each with ten- 
finger'd fist, 

As no mortal e*er did see; 
> r-" iiever till now was heard such a row 

uv. one poor piano forte. 

Also little Queun Cole had a singing soul. 

And she sent for her singers three; 
And she liked the notes, from the musical throats 

Of Grisi and Persiani. 
But the third one to wit she said couldn't sing 
a bit, 

'Cause his name didn't end in **I" — 
Some fellow from town, some Jones or Brown, 

So very soon snubbed was he. 

This was all very well, but I must also tell 

That she hated the secretary: 
For he always would look in the royal cash-book. 

Such an aggravating chap was he. 
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And •*Vots this," says he, " Tuppence do I see, 
For taters three pounds, bless me I 

Vhy taters, I'll be bound, may be had 
Five pound for tuppence ha'penny." 

Well, little Queen Cole, as time did roll, 

Fulfilled her destiny — 
That is to say, in a genteel kind of way, 

She had a large family. 
So that old King Cole felt anxious in his soul. 

And with a deep sigh said he, 
"Drat the people! if I ax 'em, why they wont 
let me tax 'em. 

For to fill my treasury." 

But little Queen Cole was as coaxing a little 
soul 
As you'd find on a summer's day : 
So said she **If I axes, now I know they'll pay 
the taxes.**— 
"Veil be smother'd, if ye u. : '* said they. 
" For Te wery much winces at this long list of 
princes, 
Vich is longer than it ought for to be." 
But the Queen, too proud to wrangle. Oh, she 
set up a mangle. 
And her subjects they went tax free! 

But the people grew ashamed, when they heard 
the^ story named. 
How she mangled for the whole family; 
So they swore, "blood and 'ounds," and they 
fumbled out the browns, 
Just in time for thdr old country. 
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For a very old foe saw the royal coffisr low, 
And a very fierce attack made he; 

And it would have served 'em right, they were- 
shabby fellows quite. 
If he'd gain'd the victory! j 

THE BEST OF ALL GOOD COMPANY* 
Music at Lavenu's. 
SingI — ^who sings 

To her who weareth a hundred rings! 
Ah! who is this lady fine? 
The vine, boys, the vine I 
The mother of mighty wine. 
A roamer is she, 
O'er wall and tree, 
And sometimes very good company ! 

Drink I — ^who drinks 
To her who blusheth and never thinks ? 
Ah ! who is this maid of thine? 
The grape, boys, the grape 1 
Oh, never let her escape 
Until she be tum'd to wine! 
For better is she 
Than vine can be, 
And very, very good company! 

Dream! — who dreams 

Of the god who governs a thousand streams? 
Ah! who is this spirit fine? 
'Tis wine, boys, wine! 
Old Bacchus, a friend of mine. 
Oh, better is he 
Than grape or tree. 
And best of all good company ! 
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RISB, GENTLE MOON. 

Mitsio— at Leoni Lee's. 

VkY has gone down on the Baltic's broad 

billow, 
Eyening has sigh'd her last to the lone willow, 
Night harries on, earth and ocean to cover: 
KIse, gentle moon, and light me to my lover. 

'Twas by thy light he first stole forth to view 



Brighter since then hast thou ever seem'd to me ; 
Let the wild waves still the red sun roll over^- 
Thine is the light of all lights to a lover. 

THE SPIBIT OF THE STORM. 
Miislc — at Metzler's. 
At sight of each terrific form. 

All trembling and with fear opprest. 
The Halcyon quits her sea-built nest. 

Prophetic of a coming storm 
To desolate a smiling land. 

Loud roars the spirit of the storm. 

Their breasts the angry billows tear ; 
Bursting their bounds, they seem to arm^ 

And battle with the murky air. 
The mariner then calmly feels 

The perils of his hapless state $ 
Before nigh heaven he trembling kneels, 

And to his wiU resigns his fate. 
Though horrors rise upon his view. 
Resolved to steer the vessel true. 



..Go 



126 POPULAE S0N08. 

Hoarse brays the trumpet* & tbroat--the whBft 

The fiends of war their firebrands shake 
And carnage, on some burning pile, 

Sits brooding o'er an empire's vrrez\' . — - 
Tis then the soldier's manly heart 

To home one tear-drop doth bequeath ; 
Bends to that power that points the dart, 

Just midway 'twixt life and death. 
Though horrors rise upon his view, 
Resolved to fight the battle true. 

• THE HIGHLAND MINSTREL BOY. 

Music— at Leoni Lee's. 
I ha'e wandered mony a night in June, 

Alang the banks o' Clyde, 
Beneath a bright and bonny moon, 

Wi' Mary at my side. ^ 
A simmer was she to mine e e, 

An' to my heart a joy; ^ 
An' weel she loo'd to roam wi me — 

Her Highland minstrel boy I 

Oh, her presence could on ev'ry star 

New brilliancy confer; 
And I thought the flowers were sweeter tar 

When they were seen wi* her. 
Her brow was calm as sleeping sea, 

Her glance was fu' o' joy ; 
And, Oh, her heart was true to me— 

Her Highland minstrel boy I 

I ha'e playM to ladies fair and gay. 
In mony a southron ha' ; 

.igitized by Google 



POPm^AR S0N08. 127 

But there was ane, far, far awa\ 

A warld aboon them a'. 
But now though wearie days are fled, 

I think wi' mournful joy 
Upon the time when Mary wed 

Her Highland minstrel boy. 



THE PEACE [A PIECE] OF CHINA. 

Miui(>— At Leoni Lee's. 
'Gainst China*8 written many a bard. 

Of fame both great and little— 
But 1*11 not make my hits too hard, 

'Cause China's yery brittle. 
Friends, lend your ears awhile to me, 

I'll sing what some might tell; 
If I hit your humour to a T, 

My Tea will suit you well. 

Then lend, &a 

Our opium 'twas that caused the war. 

And well our pockets fiU'd; 
But to save a few, the Emperor 

Caused thousands to be kill'cL — 
He raved and swore, and made a law. 

Commanding all to con it. 
To stop its use among them, or 

He wouldVt sleep upon it. 

Jhen lend, &c 

The Mandarins are a cunning set, 

Fair words foul tricks they plant on — 

But aware of this, we wouldn't let 
These feUows keep their Cant-on* 
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We peppered well their junks, d'ye see. 
For peace none could cry louder; 

And though we're fond of their green tea. 
They liked not our gun-powder. 

Then lend, &o. 

The Emp'ror and each C%tna-man 

Thinks China of himself, 
And that the rest in this world's span 

Are nothing more than delf. 
The Emp'ror's snug as snug can be. 

His rest and pleasure seeking; 
And though iie claims no in in pe, 

He rules the roast in Pe-kin, 

Then lend, &c. 

Their little girls have little feet. 

Screwed tightly up we know — 
Their tripping must be very neat, 

On the XigYitt fantaetic toe. 
The Chinese Mandarins wear tails. 

The soldiers and the sailors; 
Amon? them all the tail preyails— 

So weir barbers are all tailors. 

Then lend, Sec 

The great folks dwell and take their drops 

In pagodas gay as can be, 
Which are like those things in grocers'shops 

Composed of sugar-can^. 
Throueh the Emp*ror*s pedigry I*d run, 

But twould reach some thousand dozens — 
He's brother to the moon and sun, 

And the stars are all his cousins. 

Then lend, &c. 
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NcXr for ever Peace has been ordain'd, 

Five millions we've in token— 
'Tis the choicest peace of China framed, 

For its never to be broken. 
Now, I'll hold my peace about the peace. 

And my muse in peace resign heri 
Nor longer make a piece of work 
About the peace of China, 
TouVe lent your ears awile to me: 

I've sung what some might lell — 
If I've hit your humour to a 7*, 
My Tea has suited well. 

DBAlt CHLOE, COME GIVE ME SWEET 

KISSES. 

Mu9ic->at Coventry and Co.'s. 

Dear Chloe, come, give me sweet kisses 

For sweeter no ^rl ever gave; 
But why, in the midst of my blisses, 

Do you ask me how many I'd have? 
I am not to be stinted in pleasure, 

Then, prithee, dear Chloe, be kind; 
For since I love thee beyond measure, 
To numbers Til ne'er be confined. 

Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 

Count the flowers that enamel the fields, 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are straying. 

Or the grain that rich Sicily yields: 
Count how many stars are in heaven. 

Go number the sands on the shore. 
And when so many kisses you've given, 

I still shall be asking for more. 

K 
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To » heart full of love let me hold thee, 

A heart which, dear Chloe, is thine; 
In my arms Td for ever enfold thee, 

And twist round thy neck like a vine. 
What joy can be greater than this is? 

My life on thy Ups shall be spent; 
But the wretch who can number his kisses,* 

Will alwa3rs with few be content 



THE WOLF IS OUT. 

Masio--|[t T WOliams's. 
Arm, brothers, arm ! the wolf is out, 
The country's up and the bowmen shout! 
The shepherd leaves his fleecy care. 
The glorious sport of the d&j to share; 
Night is fled, and the mom is erey — 

Arm, brothers, arm, to the chace away! 

Arm, brothers, arm, to the chace away! 

In yonder thicket, dose and dark, 
Souly tread, and careful mark: 
*Tis there the wolf is wont to nrowl— 
And, hark, I hear the savage howl! 
Often, in the dead of ni^ht,^ 
When 'to sleep onr toils invite. 
His horrid yell fond mothers hear, 
And closer press their infants dear. 

Hence to the field, and the savage soon 
Shall cease to bay the cloudless moon ; 
No more to range our fields for food. 
Or welter in the trav'Uer's blood. 

No more to range, &c. 
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HOPE TOLD A FIiATTiaElING TALE. 
Mmlo— «t Leoni LeeTi. 
Hope told a flattering tale, 

That joy would soon return; 
Ah I nought my sighs avail, 
For Love is doom'd to mourn. 

Oh ! where's the flatt'rer gone? 
From me for ever flown; 
The happy dream of love is o'er, 
And life, alas, can chaxm no more! 



FREEMASONRY. 
.<«0 Polly, you miglit haare toy'd and kte'd.*' 
Ye people who laugh at Masons, draw near. 
Attend to my bailed without any sneer, 
And if you^lI have patience, you soon shall see 
What a fine art is Masonry. 

There's none but an atheist can ever deny 
But that this art came first from on high ; 
The Almighty Father I'll prove to be 
The first great Master of Masonry. 

He took up his compass with masterly hand. 
He stretchM out his rule, and he measured the 

land; 
He laid the foundation of earth and sea, 
By his known rules of Masonry. 

Our first father Adam — deny it who can? — 
A mason was made as soon as a man; 
And a fig-leaf apron at first wore he, 
In token of love to Masonry. 
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The principal law our lodge does approre, 
la that we still live in broUierly love; 
Thus Cain was banish'd by heaven's decree, 
For breaking the rules of Masonrj. 

The temple that wise king Solomon raised. 
For beauty, for order, for elegance praised, 
To what cud it owe all its excellency? — 
To the just form'd rules of Masonry. 

But should I pretend in this humble verse 
The merits of Freemasons' art to rehearse. 
Years yet to come too little would be 
To sing the praises of Masonry. 

Then hoping I have not detained you too long, 
I here shall take leave to finish my song. 
With a health to the Master and those who are 

free, 
That live to the rules of Masonry. 



THADY M*(K)RE. 

A Popular Parody on "Dermot Astore;" written by 
Mr. J. H. JeweU. 

Oh, Thady M*Gore, wid de smoke an' de whisky. 
Myself has been snoring, an' dat's no mistake; 
An* now dat Tm sober, I fale myself frisky. 
So spake, yer gossoon, for I'm now wide awake I 
Oh, tell me, my Thady, of blankets and shateiog 
That ye bought at tne breaking of little Mike 

Towers; 
And jist name de place where yerself FU be 

mateing, 
If yer don't, why F II cut it, I will, by de powers J 
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Oh, Thady M'Gore, when I last heard ye 

mutter, 
Ye talk'd of the wedding, ye did, yep spalpeen; 
An* didn't I pick ye clane out of de gutter, 
When the drink sure had made ye not fit to be 

seen? 
An' now dat Tm waiting, ye ought to be here 

now, 
For I fale Tm desarted (but that's nothing 

new) ; 
Wid Yexation Fm kill*t, for Tm dyings don't fear 

now— 
Oh, Tm once more a widdy, och hone, wirrah 

sthrue! 

THE GALLANT ENGLISH TAB. 

Miisio--at Coventry & Hollier'B. 
There's one whose fearless courage yet has 

never fail'd in fight. 
Who guards widi zeal our country's weal, our 

freedom, and our right; 
But though his strong and ready arm spreads 

havoc in its blow, 
Cry "Quarter!" and that arm will be the first 

to spare its foe. 
He recks not though proud glory's shout may 

be the knell of death. 
The triumph won, without a sigh he yields his 

parting breath ; 
He's Britain's boast, and claims a toast—" In 

peace, my boys, or war. 
Here's to the brave upon the wave — the gallant 

EngUsh tar!" 
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Let bat the sons of want come nigh, and teB 

their tale to him. 
Hell chide their eyes for weeping while his 

own are growing dim; 
Hyheer up,** he cries, ''we all must meet the 

storm as well as calm/' 
Bat, turning on his heel. Jack slips the guineas 

in their palm. 
He'n hear no long oration, but tell yon ey'ry 

man 
la bom to act a brother's part, and do what 

good he can. 

He's Britain's boast, &c 

The dark bine jacket that enfolds the sailor's 

manly breast. 
Bears more of real honor than the star and 

ermine vest; 
The tithe of folly in his head, may wake the 

landsman's mirth. 
But nature proudly owns him as her child of 

sterling worth. 
Fill up, fill up a bumper cup, we pledge the 

bold and free. 
Most frank and true among life's crew— the 

monarch of the seal 

He's Britain's boast, &c. 



A BOAT, A BOAT. 

Musio— at Z. T. Porday'B. 
A BOAT, a boat — ^haste to the lerry — 
For we'll go over to be menpy. 
To laugh, and qiiaff, and drink old sherry. 
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OLD BEN, THE YANKEE: OR, MORE 
JONATHANS. 

Marie — at Tolkien's. 
Uncle Ben did you never hear tell? 
In Boston town he was known full well; 
The only failing poor Ben had 
Was that his memory was had. 
For sich a tarnation chap was Old Ben, tho 

Yankee, a 

Sich an absent man you never did see. 

Once with him I walking did go, 
When he felt an itching in his great toe ; V . 
He stoop'd with sich a serious phiz, \ 

And scratched my toe instead of his. 

For sich a tarnation, &c. . ^ 

After washing once, it was the case, N 

He with the paper wiped his face; j^ • 

He then sat down, the towel perused, 
And Tow'd he had been much amused. 

For sich a tarnation, &c. 

Going to slumber, it was said, 

He put the candle into bed; 

"All right," says he, "the light I»U dout," 

He gave a puff, and blew himself out. 

For sich a tarnation, &c. 

In his optics being but queer, 
He put his specs, once on his ear; 
Then walk'd sideways, four miles did go 
Before he did the difference know. 

For sich a tarnation, &c 
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Intending once to ride his horse, 
He put the saddle his own back across; 
Nor saw he his mistake, alack ! 
Till he tried in Tain to get on his own back. 
For sich a tarnation, &c. 

Intending once to get into bed, 
He put his trousers there instead, 
He tuck*d *em up, and then this elf 
Across the chair-back threw himself. 

For sich a tarnation, &c. 

Once bread-and-butter going to cut. 
The butter o'er his own face he put; 
Nor once his error did he trace. 
Till he'd cut a slice off his own face. 

For sich a tarnation, &c 

ENCORE VERSES. 
Being once into the cellar sent. 
Instead, down his own throat he went; 
Nor did he see he wasn't right 
Till the wind on his stomach blew out the light 
For sich a tarnation, &c 

Cooking a goose, in an absent fit, 
He put himself upon the spit; 
Nor once the blunder did he see't, 
Till roasted and seryed up to eat. 

For sich a tarnation, 8tc 

A turkey carving once, the elf, 
*Tis said, forgot, and carved himself; 
Nor saw he his mistake, i'feggs. 
Till he*d eaten one of his own legs. 

. For sich a tarnation, &c. 
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Once his forgetfdlness was such 
Instead of an egg, he boil'd his watch ; 
And kept in ignorance sublime, 
Till he look'd at the egg to see the time. 

For sich a tarnation, &c. 

Once pulling off a tight, thick boot, 
He by mistake puU'd off his foot j 
Kor did he see he^d lost a peg 
Till he'd walked four miles upon one leg. 

For sich a tarnation, &c. 

Instead of a key, to a string this dunce 
Xet himself out of window once; 
Nor saw he his mistake before 
He was fix'd in the lock of his own door. 

For sich a tarnation, &c. 

Instead of a letter, once this elf 
Into the letter-box dropp'd himself; 
Nor did he once perceive his hobble. 
Till ask'd if he were single or double. 

For sich a tarnation, &c. 



HIGHLAND MARY. 
Music— at Corentry & Hollier'fl. 
Te banks, and braes and streams around 

The castle o*Montgomery, 
Green be your woods, and fair your flowens, 

Your waters never drumlie ' 
There simmer first unfaulds her robes. 

And there they langest tarry : 
For there I took the last fareweel 

O* ray dear Highland Mary. 
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How sweetly bloom*d the gay green birk. 

How rich the hawthorn's blossom, 
As underneath their fragrant shade, 

I clasp'd her to my bosom ! 
The golden hours, on angel wings, 

Flew owre me and my dearie; 
For dear to me, as light and life, 

Was my sweet Highland Mary. 

Wi' mony a tow, and lock'd embrace, 

Our pfu*tii^ was fa* tender; 
And pledging aft to meet again. 

We tore ourselres asunder. 
Bat, Oh, fell death's untimely fro ;t. 

That nipt my flower sae early ! 
Now green*s the turf, and cauld's the clay, 

That wraps my Highland Mary! 

pale, pale now, those rosy lips, 

1 aft ha'e kiss*d sae fondly! 
And closed for aye itie sparkling glance 

That dwelt on me sae Kindly! 
And mouldering now in silent dust 

That heart that lo*ed me dedrly! 
But still, within m^ bosom^s core, 

Shall live my Highland Mary. 



THE PINE! THE PINE I 
Musio— at Z. T. Purday*s, Holborn. 
Of a hardy race is your lordly pine, 

No dainty shrub is he; 
He needs not the breath of a sunny clime 
Like your lowly greenwood tree. 
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On the mountam top, 'neath the beetling rock, 

In the torrents gloomy bed, 
He twines his roots, and the tempest shock 

Cannot bend his stately head. 
The pine, the pine, the lordly pine. 

He is the tree for me; 
Let others sing of the forest king. 

He's but a dwarf to thee ! 

On the snowy peak of some craggy steep, 

HeloTeth to rdgn alone. 
While the lightnings flash and the eagles sweep, 

Around bis ice built throne. 
In the wizard's glen, 'midst demon sprites, 

£Qs barren stem he uprears! 
And when liberty hallows her sacred rites 

The blood red bonnet he wears. 

The pine, the pine, &c. 

Thepine he roams to ev*ry strand 

Where commerce e'er had birth ; 
And helps to waft to Britain's land 

The treasures of the earth. 
Triumphant round the globe he bears. 

The non of the seas, 
•• The flag that's brayed a thousand years, 

The bfttUe and the breeze." 

The pine, the pine, &c. 



THE WHITE SQUALL. 

Mu8ic~at Z. T. Purday'9 Holborn. 
The sea was bright, and the bark rode well. 
The breeze bore the tone of the vesper bell; 
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'Twas a gallant bark, with a crew as braTe 
As ever launched on the heaving wave: 
She shone in the light of declining day, 
And each sail was set, and each heart was gay. 

They near'd the land wherein beauty smiles — 
The sunny shores of the Grecian isles j 
All thought of home, of that welcome dear 
That soon should greet each wanderer's ear: 
And in fancy joined the social throng. 
In the festive dance and the joyous song. 

A white cloud glides through the azure sky — 
What means that wild despairing cry? — 
Farewell the visioned scenes of)iome! 
That cry is * * Help ! " where no help can come. — 
For the white squall rides on the surging wave, 
And the oark is gulfed in an ocean's gravel 



THE APOLOGY FOR A SONG. 

Fm sorry, dear friends, that I'm forced to 

comply — 
YouVe ask'd me to sing, why not bid me to fly? 
'Tis true Fve a voice — so has the town-crier — 
If I say mine's a better, I'm sure I'm a liar. 

However, to please you, although I be hoarse, 
If you'll take it like marriage, for better, for 

worse; 
Now you've heard, my good friends, the best 

I can do — 
And Tm sure you're convinced what I told yon 

was true. 
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FROM TBEE, ELIZA, I MUST GO. 

Music at Cramer &Co.'s. 
From thee Eliza I must go, 

And from my native shore; 
The cruel fates between ua throw 

A boundless ocean's roar. 
But boundless oceans, roaring wide. 

Between my love and me. 
They never, never can divide 

My heart and soul from thee. 

Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear! 

The maid that I adore! 
A boding voice is in mine ear. 

We part to meet no more! 
But the last throb that heaves my heart. 

While death stands victor by, 
That throb, Eliza, is thy part, 

And thine that latest sigh! 

HERE'S A HEALTH TO SWEET ERIN. 

COMPOSED BY F. N. CROUCH, ESQ. 

Musie^at Cramer andCo.'s. 

Here's a health to sweet Erin! 

When roaming afar. 
She shines in her beauty. 
My soul's guiding star. 
Oh, 'tis long since the green hills 

Of Caven I saw; 
Erin! Savourneen, 
Slan laght go bragh ! 

Here's a health, &c. 
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Here's a health to old friendships. 

And times ftill of joy, 
To the home and the hearth 

Of my heart when a boy. 
'Mid the wreck of my hopes, 

Natui^e still keeps her law; 
Matair, Savoumeen, 

Slan laght go bragh! 

Here's a health, &c. 

Oh, the land of the Shamrock 

And Harp has a spell 
For this lone heart of mine. 

That no language can tell! 
Oh, 'tis long since the green hills 

Of Caven I saw; 
Erin! Sayoumeen, 

Slan laght go bragh! 

Here's a health, &c 



GUY FAWKES. 
Mnsio— At Z. T. Purday's, Holbom. 

I SING a doleful tragedy— <6uy Fawkes, the 

prince of sinisters. 
Who onee blew up the House of Lords, the 

King, and all his ministers ; 
That is, he would have blown him up — and folks 

will ne'er forget him — 
His will was good to do the deed— that is, it 

they'd have let him I 

Bow, wow, wow, 

Tol lol de riddle lol, de rol lol de ray! 
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He straightway came from Lambeth side, and 
wish'd the state was undone; 

And crossing over Vauxhall bridge, that way 
cum*d into London; 

That is, he would have come that way, to per- 
petrate his guilt, sirs; 

But a httle thing prevented him — the bridge it 
was not biult, sirs! 

Bow, wow, &C. 

Then, searching through the dreary vaults, 

with portable gas-light, sirs. 
About to touch the powder-train, at witching 

hour of night, sirs; 
That is, I mean, he would have used the gas, 

but was prevented — 
'Cause gas, you see, in Jameses time, it had not 

man invented. 

Bow, wow, &t 

And when they caught him in the fact, so very 

near the crown*s end. 
They stridghtway sent to Bow-street, for that 

brave old runner Townshend; 
That is, they would have sent for him : for fear, 

he it no starter at; 
But Townshend wasn't living then — he wasn't 

bom till arter that 

Bow, wow, &c. 

So then they put poor Guy to deatii, for ages 

to remember; 
And boys now kill him once a year, in dreary, 

dark November; 
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That is, I mean, his eflBgy (for truth is strong 

and steady) — 
Poor Guy they cannot kill again, because he's 

dead already. 

Bow, wow, &c. 

Then bless her gracious Majesty, and bless her 
royal son, sirs; 

And may he never get blown up — that is, if 
she gets one, sirs. 

And if she does, I'm sure he'll reign, so pro- 
phesies my song, sirs: 

And if she do'nt, why then he wont — and so I 
can't be wrong, sirs! 

Bow, wow, &c 



LARBOARD WATCH 

Music— at T. William's. 

At dreary midnight's cheerless hour, 

Deserted e'en by Cynthia's beam. 
When tempests beat, and torrents roar, 

And twinkling stars no longer gleam. 
The wearied sailor, spent with toil, 

Clin^ firmly to the weather shrouds. 
And still the lengthened hours beguile. 

Sings as he views the gathering clouds. 
Of larlward watch ahoy! 
But who can speak the joy he feels. 

While o'er the foam his vessel reels, 
Aud his tired eye-lids slumbering fall. 

He arouses at the welcome call 

Of larboard watch ahoy 
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With anxious care he eyes each ware, 

That swelling threatens to overwhelm. 
And, his storm-beaten bark to save. 

Directs with skill the faithful helm; 
With joy he drinks the cheering grog, 
With joy he heaves the reeling log, 
'Mid storms that bellow loud and hoarse, 
And marks the lee way and the course, 

Larboard watch ahoy! 

AULD ROBIN GRAY. 

ICnaio— at Jefferj and Nelson'f . 

TouNG Jamie lo*ed me weel, and he sought 

me for his bride, 
But saving a crown, he had naething else 

beside; 
To mak' that crown a pound, my Jamie gaed to 

And the crown and the pound they were baith 

forme. 
He had na been awa' a week but only twa, 
When my mither she fell sick, and the oow 

was stown awa'; 
My Father brak his arm, my Jamie at the sea, 
And Auld Robin Gray cam' a-courting to me. 

My fatiier oou'dna work, and my mither 

cou*dna spin, 
I toil'd baith da3r and night, but their bread I 

cou'dna win; 
Auld Rob maintain'd them baith, and wi* tears 

in his e'e. 
Said "Jenny, for their sakes. Oh, will you 

marry me?'* i« 
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My heart it said nay, I looked for Jamie back; 
But the wind it blew sae high, and the ship it 

proved a wrack; 
The ship it proved a wi^ack, why didna Jenny 

dee! 
And nae ha' lived to say. Oh! wae's me? 
A old Bobin argued sair, though my mitber 

didna speak. 
She looked in my face till my heart was like to 

break; 
So they gied him my hand, tho' my heart was 

at the sea, 
And Auld Bobin Gray is a gude man to me. 

I hadna been a wife a week but only four, 
When sitting sae mournfully ae day at the 

door, 
I saw my Jamie's wraith, for I cou'dna think 

it he. 
Until he said, Jenny, I'm come to marry thee. 

O, sair did we greet, and mickle did we say, 
We took but ae kiss, and tore ourselves away: 
I wish I were dead, but I am nae like to dee, 
And why do I live, to say Oh ! wae's me ? 

I gang like a ghaist, I carena to spin, 
1 darena think on Jamie, for that wad be a sin; 
But I'll do my best a gude wife aye to be. 
For Auld Bobin Gray is kind unto me. 



LOVE AND MUSIC. 
How great is the pleasure, how sweet the delight. 
When soft love and music together unite. 
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LOVE'S ERRAND. 

Music— at Lavenu's. 

Go, lovely Rose! 
Tell her that wastes her time and me, 

That now she knows, 
When I resemble her to thee, 
How sweet and fair she- seems to be, 

Tell her that's young. 
And shuns to have her graces spied, 

That had*st thou sprung 
In deserts where no men abide, 
Thou must have uncommended died. 

Small is the worth 
Of beauty from the light retired; 

Bid her come forth; 
Suffer herself to be desired, 
And not blush so to be admired. 

Then die, that she 
The common fate of all things rare 

May read in thee: 
How small a part of time they share. 
That are so wond*rous sweet and fair! 



THE SOLDIER'S TEAR. 

Music— at Henry Lee's. 
Upon the hill he tum'd 

To take a last fond look 
Of the valley and the village church, 

And the cottage by the brook ; 
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He listenM to the sounds 

So familiar to his ear; 
And the soldier lean*d upon his sword, 

And wiped away a tear. 

Beside the cottage porch 

A girl was on her knees, 
She held aloft a snowy scarf 

Which fluttered in the breeze: 
She breath*d a prayer for him, 

A prayer he could not hear. 
But he paused to bless her as she knelt. 

And wiped away a tear. 

He tum'd and left the spot. 

Oh! do not deem him weak. 
For dauntless was the soldier's heart. 

Though tears were on his cheek. 
Go watch the foremost ranks 

In danger's dark career, 
Be sure the hand most daring there 

Has wiped away a tear. 



THO' I AM FAR AWAY FROM THEE. 

Music — at Blake's. 
Though I am far away from thee, and on a 

foreign strand, ' 
I never can forget thee, love, or my dear native 

land. 
I am not now what I once was, the happy, gay, 

and free: 
For sorrow it has mark'd my brow — yet I still 

think of thee. 
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My thoughts have often wandered back to scenes 

of other days, 
Ere yet I left my father's cot, to tread life's 

giddy maze; 
My heart hath often felt a pang, my tears have' 

oft flown free, 
To think that we are far apart — yet, I still 

think of thee. 

Though I am now *mid gayer scenes, yet can 

you e'er believe 
The love that I have gained from thee I e'er 

meant to deceive : 
Oh, no, I'm sure you could not have a thought 

so base of me. 
Who loves thee more than all beside, and ever 

thinks of thee! 

Andr though my fate should bear me on to 

other stranger climes, 
And mem'ry still would paint the scenes, the 

bliss of bye-gone times: 
One thought, one hope, my mind shall cheer, 

that when from exile free, 
I may return to that fond home where first I 

gazed on thee. 

FREEMASONS' LODGE. 
Behold in a lodge we dear brethren are met, 
And in proper order together are set; 
Our secrets to none but ourselves shall be known, 
Our actions to none but Ereemasons be shown. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 
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Let brotherly love be among us revived, 
Let*8 stand by our laws that are wisely contrived ; 
And then all the dorious creation shall see 
That none are so loving, so friendly as we. 
Derry down, &c. 

The Temple and ev'ry magnificent pile, 
Each building now standing; within our own isle. 
With wisdom contrived, with beauty refined. 
With strength to support, and the ouilding to 
bind. Derry down, &c. 

These noble, grand structures will always pro- 
claim 
What honour is due to a Freemason's name; 
Ev*n ages to come, when our work they do see, 
Will strive with each other like us to be free. 
Derry down, &o. 

What though some of late by their spleen 

plainly show 
They fain would deride what they gladly 

would know; 
Let every true brother these vermin despise. 
And the ancient Grand Secret keep back from 

their eyes. 

Derry down, &c. 

Then, brethren, let as all put our hand to our 
heart, 

And resolve from true Masonry ne*er to depart: 

And when the last trumpet on earth shall de- 
scend. 

Our lodge will be closed and our secrets shall 
end. Derry down, &c 
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WHEN THE ROSY MORN APPEARING. 
Music — at Lawaon's. 
When the rosy mom appearing, 

Paints with dew the verdant lawn. 
Bees on banks of thyme disporting, 
Sip the sweets, and hail the dawn. 

Warbling birds the day proclaiming, 

Carol sweet the lively strain. 
They forsake their leafy dwelling, 

To secure the golden grain. 

See content the humble gleaner. 

Takes the scattered ears that fall: 
Nature, all her children viewing. 
Ever bounteous, cares for all.' 



TOM WHITE. 
Air—" DoUy, the Dancing Dairy Maid." 
Come, listen, while I tell a tale 
I hope to please you will not fail; 
*Tis of a man who ploughM the sea, 
A jolly, gallant sailor he; 
For he could fight, and he could chew 
A quid, and smoke tobacco too; 
No man could better drink his grog. 
Or spin a yam, or heave the log; 
The pride of all his ship's brave crew. 
The pride of all the lasses too: 
Yet one great fault he had, which play'd 
Sad havoc with this jovial blade. 

Yo heave, yo heave, yo heave, yo hoi 
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Oh, much to tell it grieves ray Muse — 
Tom White was too big for his shoes; 
He thought that upon sea or land. 
Nature had form'd him to command: 
So looking round the ship, he said, 
" This brave crew should by me be led. 
I wonder why that man should be 
My captain: J'm as big as he: 
And Fve no doubt could wop him well, 
If once to fisty-cuffs we fell. 
So, thiver my timbers, I should be 
An Admiral upon the sea." 

Yo heave, &;c. 

Yes, thus he thought, till day and night 
A phantom rose before his sight, 
Dress'd, like an Admiral, in blue 
And gold, cock'd-hat, and long sword too. 
It look'd so like himself in face 
That Tom grew prouder at each gaze; 
And said within his mind, " I'm sure 
That Fortune means to make me more 
Than I am now; or why should she 
Such thoughts and wishes cause in me? 
Oh, shiver my top-sails, sure I shall 
Be very soon an Admiral I" 

Yo, heave, &c. 

Behold him on the quarter-deck; 
The crew is govern 'd by his beck; 
The seamen, midshipmen, and all, 
Whene'er ho comes quick backward fall ; 
The lieutenant and captain too 
Are silent when he comes in view. 
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Tobacco now no more he chews; 
But pufis cigars, and reads the news; 
In his stateHsabin takes his wine, 
And comes the gentleman quite fine: 
Saying, '* Shirer my timbers, soon I shall 
Become a famous Admiral!*' 

Yo, heave, &c. 

Time seem'd to pass, and Tom White grew 
A tyrant o'er that brave ship's crew; 
He acted like a petty king. 
O'er every man and everything 
On board his ship; till all began 
To think him quite a crazy man. 
The Captain did not care to walk; 
The Lieutenant with him to talk ; 
The midshipmen all tum'd away: 
But still Tom to himself did say, 
"Shiver my top-sails, but they shall 
Respect me for their Admiral I*' 

Yo heave, &c. 

He'd tell the captain "With me dine;" 

He'd tell the steward, "Bring me wine;" 

Then tell the boatswain, " Give yon man 

Six dozen, quickly as you can; 

And damn you, purser, stop the pay 

And grog of every man to-day." 

Such pranks he play'd: the boatswain's cat 

Some poor tar's tack was always at; 

Until he tum'd them all to Tarters : 

So that 'twas said once when at quarters, 

" Shiver our timbers, but wo shall 

Be forced to slay our Admiral!" 

Yo heave, &c. 
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To all on board the plan was broke; 
A round-robin all round they took; 
Then to his cabin went one nighty 
Their Admiral to slay outright. 
They stood well-ann*4 before his view; 
And one prepared to run him though ; 
Saying, in a savage voice and grufl^ 
" YouVe had your power long enough} 
And as to use it you don't know, 
A Uttio of our own we'll show: 
For shiver our top-sails, if you shall 
Live longer as our Admiral!'' 

Yo heave, &c. 

The vision filled Tom with such fright. 
He shouted "Help!" with all his might; 
And as bolt upright then he jump'd. 
His head against the bulk-head thump'd; 
His hammock, as about it swung, 
He found was in its old place hung. 
He rubb'd his eyes, in wonder deep. 
Saying, " Damme, bnt I've been asleep. 
'Tis all a dream; and sure was sent 
To cure me of my discontent: 
And shiver my timbers, if I shall 
Wish more to be an Admiral." 

Yo, heave, &c. 

VILLAGE MAIDS. 

"Whilst with village maids I stray, 
Sweetly wears the joyous day; 
Cheerml glows my artless breast 
Mild content the conotant guest. 
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a' HOLY FRIAR. 
Music— at Wybrow*8. 

I AM a friar of orders grey, 

And down the vaU'.es I take my way; 

I pull not blackberry, haw, or hip, 

Good store of venison fills my scrip. 

My long bead-roll I merrily chaunt, 

"Wlierever I walk no money I want; 

And why Fm so plump the reason 111 tell — 

Who leads a good life is sure to live well 

What baron or squire. 

Or knight of the shire, 

Lives half so well as a holy friar? 

After supper of Heaven I dream. 
But that is fat pullet and clouted cream. 
Myself, by denial, I mortify — 
With a dainty bit of a warden pie; 
I'm cloth'd in sack -cloth, for my sin; 
With old sack wine I'm lined within; 
A chirping cup is my matin song. 
And the vesper's bell is my bowl, ding, dong. 
What baron or squire, &c. 



THE SOLDIER TIRED. 
Music — at Jeffery and Nelson's. 
The soldier, tired of war's alarms, 
Forswears the clang of hostile arms, 
And scorns the spear and shield; 
But if the brazen trumpet sound. 
He bums with conquest to be crown*d. 
And dares again the field. 
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Then said the tane unto ^e tither, 
"Here, man, tak' ye my knife, O! 

Do ye tak' aff the auld man's beard, 
An* I'll kiss the gudewife, O!" 

'*But there's nae water in the house, 

An' what shall we do then, O?" 
** What ails ye at the puddin' broo' 

That boils into the pan, O?" 

Oh, up then startit our gudeman. 

And an angry man was he, O! 
^^ Wad ye kiss my wife before my face, 

And scaud me wi* puddin' bree, O?" 

Then up and startit our gudewife, 
Gi'ed three skips on the floor, O! 

'^Gudeman, ye've spoken the foremost word — 
Get up and bar the door, O!'* 



'TWAS WmSPER'D IN HEAVEN. 

Musie — at Metzler's. 
'TwAS whisper'd in heaven, 

*Twas mutter'd in hell, 
And echo caught faintly 

The sound as it fell: 
On the confines of earth 

'Twas permitted to rest. 
And the depth of the ocean 

Its presence confest 
'Twin be found in the sphere 

When riven asunder; 
'Tis seen in the lightning, 

And heard in the thunder. 
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'Twas allotted to man 
From his earliest breath; 

Assists at his birth, 

And attends him in death. 

In the heaps of the miser 

*Tis hoarded with care: 
But is sure to be lost 

In the prodigal heir. 
It begins every hope. 

Every wish it must bound; 
It prays with the hermit, 

With monarchs is crown'd. 
Without it the soldier 

Or sailor may roam; 
But woe to the wretch 

That expels it from home! 
But in shade let it rest. 

Like a delicate flower! 
Oh, breathe on it softly — 

It dies in an hourl 



SAVOURNEEN DEELISH. 
Music— at JeflRrey and Nelson's. 
Oh! the moments were sad when my love and 
I parted, 

Savoumeen deelish ielen oge ! 
I kiss*d off the tear and was nigh broken-hearted, 

SaTOumeen, &c. 
Wan was her cheek, as it hung on my shoulder ; 
Damp was her hand, no marble was colder; 
I felt that I never again should behold her, 
Savoumeen, &o. 
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When the word of command set onr troops into 
motion, ^ 

SaTOumeen, &c. 
I buckled on my knapsack, to cross the wide 
ocean, 

Sayoumeen, &c. 
Brisk were our troops, all roaring like thun- 
der; 
Pleased with the voyage, impatient for plunder; 
My bosom with grief was almost rent asunder. 
Savoumeen, &c. 

Jjong I fought for my country, far, far, from 
my true love, 

Savoumeen, &c. 
AU my pa}'^ and my plunder I hoarded for 
you, love, 

Savoumeen, &c. 
Peace was proclaimed; escaped from the 

slaughter — ^ 

Landed at home, my sweet girl, I sought her; 
But sorrow, alas! to the cold grave had 
brought her, 

Savoumeen, &c. 

LOVELY NAN. 
Mnsio-sit Wybrow's. 
Sweet is the ship that, under sail. 
Spreads her white bosom to the gale. 
Sweet, Oh sweet, the flowing can! 
Sweet to poise the labouring oar. 
That tugs us to our native shore, 

When the boatswain pipes the barge to man. 
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Sweet sailing with a fav'ring breeace; 
But, Oh, much sw^ter than all these. 
Is Jack's delight — his lovely Nan! 

The needle, faithful to the north, 
To show of constancy the worth, 

A curious lesson teaches man; 
The needle time may rust, the squall 
Capsize the binnacle and all. 

Let seamanship do all It can; 
My love its worth shall higher rise. 
Nor time shall rust, nor squaUs capsize, 

My faith and truth to lovely Nan. 

When in the bilboes I was penned 
For serving of a worthless friend, 

And every creature from me ran; 
No ship performing quarantine 
Was ever so deserted seen — 

None hail'd me, women, child, or man; 
But though false friendship's sails were ftirrd, 
Though cut adrift by all the world, 

I'd all the world in lovely Nan. 

I love my duty, love my friend. 
Love truth and merit to defend, 

To mourn their loss who hazard ran; 
X love to take an honest part. 
Love beauty, with a spotless heart, 

By manners love to show the man; 
vTo sail through life by honour's breeae — 
Twas all aloig of loving tiiese 

First made me doat on lovely Nan. 
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THE PLEASURES OF WEDLOCK. 

A iKq;mlar Parody on " The "Hs^py Valley;" written by 
Mr. Simmonds. 

Oh, arter many roring years, 

How hard it am to come. 
And find your wife am bolted off. 

And no sticks left at home! 
To seek her out, I vends mv var 

From Thames-street to the Tower; 
And vanders in the quiet fields, 

'Mid many a pelting shower. 

Oh, arter, &c. 

Oh, I has changed since first ve met, 

I've grow'd so precious thin; 
I has no vife to cneer my life, 

Cos now she's seldom seen! 
To seek her out, I Talks about. 

Up street, and court, and alley; 
She sighs not for sweet wedlock^s joys, 

But blow'd Cream of the Valley! 

Oh, arter, &c, 

1 vish I could recall again 

The time I did employ 
Vith little Till, adown the hill 

Of Greenidge vhen a pov! 
1 looks on scenes of yedlock's joys, 

Arout my vanted pleasure; 
As a brazier ven he's ^ot no tin, 

As a snip without his measure. 

Oh, arter, &c. 
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THE FAIRIES' INVITATION. 
Music— at LawBon's. 

Come away, come away, 
Hither to our fairy dell; 

Come away, come away, 
I will show you where we dweU. 
We will sport awhile to night, 
When each mortal is at rest; 
Dews will fall like gems, as bright 
As those which glitter on each breast 

Come away, come away, 
Fair Titania s court is near; 

Come away, come away, 
Fairy welcomes greet your ear. 

Come away, come away, 
Hither to our festive scene; 

Come away, come away. 
And behold the fairy queen. 
See us dance our sportive ring, 

Trippin|^ round the knarl'd oak tree; 
And our tmy voices sing 
Joyous 'mid our revehy. 

Come away, come away. 
The glow-worm is our guiding star; 

Come away, come away, 
Follow fair Titania's car. 

Come awajiT, come away. 
While the quiet night is ours; 

Come away, come away, 
While we hold the rosy hours. 
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The nightingale its loye-plaint sings, 
AndXnna sheds her mellow ray ; 
The butterfly wUl lend his wings. 
To bear us to our haunts away. 

Come away, come away, 
Share with me my tiny cell 
Come away, come away, 
Hither to oar fairy delL 



ON YONDER ROCK. 
Music — ^at Chi^peH's. 
On yonder rock reclining, 
That fierce and swarthy form behold! 
Fast his hands his carbine hold — 
'Tis his best friend of old. 

This way his steps inclining. 
His scarlet plume wares o'er Ms brow, 
And his velvet cloak hangs low, 
Playingin careless flow. 
Tremble! 
E'en while the storm is beating. 
Afar hear echo repeating, 

Diavolo! Diavolo! Diavolo! 

Although, his foes way-laying, 
He fights with rage and hate combined. 
Towards the gentle fair they find 
He's ever mild and kind. 

The maid too heedless straying 
(For one, we, Pietro's daughter, know). 
Home returns full sad and slow t 
What can have made her so? 
TroroWef 
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Each one the maiden meeting. 
Is sure to be repeating, 

Diavolo! IHaTolo! Diavolo!. 

While thus his deeds accusing, 
Let Justice, too, at least be shown: 
All that's lost here, let us own 
Mavn't be his prize aJone. 

Full oft, his name atKising, 
Perchance some young and rustic beau, 
WhDst with love he feigns, to glow, 
At beauty's shrine bows low. 
Tremble ! 

Each sighing lover dread : 

For of him more truly may be said, 
Diavolo! Diavolo! Diavolo! 

THE MERRY GIPSY BAND. 
Music — at Ransford'8. 
List to the lay of the eipsv band. 
Merrily roaming from laiid to land. 
Free as the skylark's wing above, 
Fearing no hate, nor courting love. 
We borrcjw from all, yet none we owe; 
Laughing at law where'er we go. 
The fattest deer in park or wood 
Of knight and peer supplies us food; 
Our drink's the best, though contraband — 
Then shout for the merry gipsy band! 

The townsman may boast that one home liatlj 

he; 
But we have a hundred, all rent free: 
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NothiDe we pay for coal or clothes. 

Yet we ye a fire where hedge- wood grows. 

The rich man's larder hath not better fare — 

Dainties of brook, of earth, and air! 

In our abode, we do not writhe 

Beneath a load of tax or tithe; 

No care in head, no coin in hand — 

Then shout for the merry gipsy band! 

The wealthy may boast of stately halls. 

Streaming lights from pictured walls; 

Of moulded ceilings, guded domes, 

Flow'red carpets o'er their rooms: 

But we're rich as they below, (aloof,) 

The grass our floor, the sky our roof; 

The bonny rays of yonder moon 

Can match the blaze of their saloon. 

We've healthier cheeks, although they're 

tann'd — 
Then shout for the merry gipsy band! 



THE BANNEES OF BLUE. 
Music — ^at "Wybrow's. 
Strike up, strike up, strike up, Scottish min- 
strels so gay. 
Tell of Wallace, that brave warlike man; 
Sing also of Bruce, your banners display. 
While each chief leads on his bold clan. 

Here's success, Caledonia, to thee, 
To the sons of the thisde so true; 

Then march, gaily march, so cantie and free, 
ITiere's none like the banners so blue. 
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March on, march on, march on, to the brazem 

trumpet's sound. 
How quickly in battle, in battle array, 

Each brave hig^and chief assembles his men. 
And the^ march, and they march to the bag- 
pipes so gay. 

Here's success, Caledonia to thee, 
To the sons of the thistle, &c. 

PUNCH'S ADVENTURES IN CHINA. 

Music — at Leoni Lee's. 
Now for a song from Mister Punchinello! 

Attention to him is really worth your while: 
You'll find him, indeed, a very funny fellow. 

All the world admire his own peculiar style. 
Punch went to China, braving ev'rj' danger 
Of shipwreck, et cetera, that's met with on 
the sea; 
To introduce himself, although a perfect strasi- 
ger. 
And with the Emperor take a cup of tea. 
List to your favorite, Jklister Punchinello! 
All the world admire his own peculiar style. 

Punch took a leap from Canton into Pekin — 

A tolerable distance ; that you'll say is clear : 
But Punch, as you know, proficient ism leaping. 
And it was done in the spring-time of the 
year. 
Punch popp'd in court while they were ail de- 
bating 
Upon the shortest way to effect C^d ]^g- 
land's fail; 
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Bui when they saw him they left off their 
pratihg. 
Punch made his bow, and was receiyed 
among them all list to your, &c. 

The parasol-bearer declared that none conld 
bear 
The bare-faced tricks the "barbarians*' had 
play'd; 
And the fan-holder fancied that it was but fair 
To fan the Emp'ror's ire, till he fann*d it to a 
flare. 
The Emperor rose, and made a handsome offer. 
To any who*d contrive how we might poi- 
soned be: 
When twenty or thirty most nobly did proffer 
To dry up lots of sloe-leaves, and sell it us 
for tea. List to your, &c. 

Fonch went about, and preached with much 
propriety, 
To the old, to the young, to the great, and 
to the small, 
Of the pleasure and comfort attendant on so- 
briety; 
And very soon, of course, made tea-totallers 
ofalL 
Pumps were erected in every quarter; 

Pumps all the Chinamen oecame as you will 
see. 
Their sprines and canals they drained and 
boiled the water — 
The Chinamen themselves 8wallow*d all the 
poisoned tea. list to your, &c. 
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Proclamation was made as to Punch, whoever 
caught him 
To bring him to the palace the Emptor 
before; 
Twenty fellows found him, and to the palace 
brought him, 
Where twenty in addition help'd to lay hkn 
on the floor. 
There stood a bowl which the Emp'rur took his 
meals in, 
A kettle on the fire had been boiling all the 9 
day; 
Punchinello the bowl was bundled head sod 
heels in, 
They lifted the kettle, and began to pour 
away. 

List to your, &e, 

Punch stood it well, as long as he was aUe, 
Thinking of another farewell prank to 
play; 
At length, quick as thought, he yanish*d through 
the table, 
And to his friends returned the shorteiit 
way. 
The Emperor stared, as well he might indeed, 
sir; 
At last by the long-tails the myat'ry was re- 
solved— 
They considered by the gods that it had been 
decreed, sir, 
To liquidate his tricks, that Punch should 
be dissolved. 

List to your, ficc 
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Theo out of rerengej.they would all the liquid 
, sip, see — 
Sach a splendid treat they had never known 
before! 
Tliey sipp*d, and they sipp'd, till they all got 
tipsy; 
The Etop'ror and suit scraped acquaintance 
with the floor. 
Punch was deemed a fav'rite ever from his 
cradle, 
A mm-vdxtwre^ too, there is no one can deny: 
For he can leap from the middle of a ladle. 
Into the head, and peep out of the eye. 
Punch is a puppet, with a wooden head, yes : 
So it has been said; but is the saying 
true? 
Whether right or wrong, he leaves for you 
to guess, 
Roo tooti, too tooti, rooti, tooti too. 



WOMAN. 

MuBio — at Lavenue's. 
Shall I, wasting in despair. 
Die, because a woman's fair? 
Shidl my cheeks look pale with care. 
Because another's rosy are? 
Be she fairer than the day, 
On the flowery meads in May, 
If she think not well of me. 
What care I how fair she be? 

Shall a woman's goodness move 
Me, to perish for her love? 
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Or her worthy merits kDOwn, 
Make me quite forget my own? 
Be she meeker, kiimer, than 
The turtle-dove or pelican. 
If she be not so to me. 
What care I how kind she be? 

Be she kind, or meek, or fair, 
I will neyer more despair; 
If she love me, this believe — 
I will die e'er she shall grieve. 
If she slight me when I woo, 
I will scorn and let her go; 
If she be not made for me. 
What care I for whom she be? 



A LIFE ON THE OCEAN WAVE. 
Music— at Balls & Son's. 

A LIFE on the ocean wave, 

A home on the rolling deep, 
Where the scatter^ waters rave. 

And the winds their reveb ke^. 
Like an eagle-caged, I i)ine. 

On this dull, unchan^g shore; 
Oh, give me the splashing brine. 

The spray, and the tempest^s roar. 

A life, &o. 

Once more on the deck I stand 
Of my own swift, gliding craft: 

Set sail! — farewell to the land! — 
The gale follows fair abaft 
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We shoot tiiroQgh the sparkHng foam. 
Like an ocean bird set free — 

Like the ocean bird, our home 
We'll find far oat in the sea. 

A life, &c. 

The land is no longer in view, 

The clouds have begun to frown; 
But with a stout vessel and crew. 

We'll say. Let the storm come down. 
And the song of our hearts shall be. 

While the winds and waters rave, 
A life on the heaving sea, 

A home on the bounding wave ! 

A life, &LC. 

JOHNNIE COPE. 

Mtisic — at Lawson's. 
Cope wrote a challenge frae Dunbar, 
"Come, fecht me, Charlie, an' ye daur; 
An* 1*11 learn ye the art o' war. 
If you'll meet me i' the momin'." 



Hey! Johnnie Cope, are ye waukin' yet? 
Or are ye're drums a- beating yet? 
If ye were waukin', I wad wait, 
To gang to the coals i' the momin' 

When Charlie look'd the letter upon. 
He drew his sword the scabbard from : 
"So heaven restore to me my ain, 
ni meet ye, Cope, i' the momin'! " 
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" Now, Johnnie, be as good as your word, 
Come let us try baith fire and sword. 

And dinna rin aw a' like a M^bted bird. 
That's chased frae its nest i' the momin'.'' 

When Johnnie Cope he heard of this. 

He thought it wadna be amiss 
To hae a horse ini readiness. 

To flee awa' i* the mornin.' 

" Fy now, Johnnie, get up and rin. 
The Highland bagpipes make a din. 
It's best to sleep in a hale skin, 

For 'twill be a bluidie momin'." 

It was upon an afternoon 
Sir Johnnie march'd to Preston town; 
He says, "My lads, come^lean you down. 
And we'll nght the boys i' the momin'.'* 

But when he saw the Highland lads, 
Wi' tartan trews and white cockands, 
Wi' swords, an' guns, an' rungs, ^^' gauds, 
O Johnnie, he took wing i* the momin.' 

So Johnnie into Berwick rade, 
Just as the devil had been his guide; 
Gien him the warld, he would na' stay'd 
To fecht the lads i' the momin'. 

When Johnnie Cope to Berwick came. 
They spier't o' him, " Where's a' your men?" 
"The de'il confound me, gin I ken. 
For I left 'em a' i* the mornin'!" 
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**N0Wy Johnnie, troth, ye arc na blate, 
To come wi* the news o' your ain defeat, 
And leave your men in. sic a strait, 
Sae early i* the momin'I" 

"Oh, faith!" quo' Johnnie, "I got my flegs, 
Wi' their claymores, an' dirks, an* pbilabegs: 
If I face them again, de'il break mjr legs— 
So I wish you a vera gude momm'! 



BEAUTIFUL VENICE. 
Music— At Z. T. Purday's. 
Beautipul Venice! — 

City of song — 
What memories of old 

To thy regions belong: 
What sweet recollections 

Cling to my heart. 
As thy fast fading shores 

From my vision depart 
Oh, poesy^ home 

Ja thy light colonades, 
"V^ere the winds gently sigh. 

As the sweet twilight fades! 
I have known many homes. 

But the dwelling for me — 
Is beautiful Venice, 

The bride of the sea! 

Beautiful Venice! — 

Queen of the earth — 
Where dark eyes shine brightly 

*Alid music and mirth : 
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Where gay serenaden. 

By li^ht of the star. 
Often mingle their songs 

With the dulcet guitar. 
All that's lovely in life — 

All that's deathless in song- 
Fair Italy's isles 

To thy regions belong. 
I have known many homes. 

But the dwelling for me— 
Is beautiful Venice, 

The bride of the sea! 



MEET ME IN THE WILLOW GLEN. 

Music— at Henry Lee's. 
Meet me in the willow glen, 

Where the silvery moon is beaming, 
Songs of love III sing thee then. 
When all the -world is dreaming. 
When the silver moon is beaming. 
Songs of love V\l sing thee then, 
If you meet me in the willow gl«n. 
No prying eye shall come, love. 

No stranger foot be seen, 
And the busy village hum, love. 
Shall echo through the glen. 

Meet me, &o. 

To melodious mandolins, 
Mv son^ ril softly blend, love: 

While to thee my melody 
A soothing balm shall lend, love. 
No prying cj'e, 8n\ 
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THE LAgS OF RICHMOND HILL. 

Mosic— At Wybrow*8. 
On Richmond Hill there lives a lass, 

More bright than May-day morn, 
Whose charms ali other maids surpass: 

A rose without a thorn. 
This lass so neat, with smiles so sweet, 

Has won my right good will; 
I'd crowns resign, to call her mine, 

Sweet lass ofRichmond hill. 

Ye zephyrs gay that fan the air. 
And T*anton through the grove. 

Oh, whisper to my charming fair, 
I die for her I lovel 

This lass so neat, &c. 

How happy will the shepherd be. 
Who calls this nympn his own; 

Oh, may her chotce be fix'd on me. 
Mine 8 fix'd on her alone! 

This lass so neat, &c. 

A BUMPER OF GOOD LIQUOR. 

Music— ftt Z. T. Purday's. 
A BUMPER of good liquor 
Will end a contest qmcker, 
Than Justice, Judge, or Vicar, 
So fill each cheerful glass: 
But if more deep the quarrel. 
Why sooner drain the barrel, 
Than be that hateful fellow, 
That's crabbed when he's mellow. 
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LOVELY NIGHT- 

Music— at Chappell'8. 
Lovely night, lovely night, 

They have called thee dark and drear; 
But the light, but the light 

Is to me not half so dear. 
For though the sun-light gladsome seems, 

Too oft it brings but tears alone; 
But circled with thy fairy dreams, 

How many joys my heart hath known! 

Lovely night, &a 

Lovely night, lovely night, 

Though thy dews njay be thy tears, 
Yet how bright, yet how bright. 

From thy grief, the world appears! 
The flowers, that before the noon 

Had faded with the sun's warm ray. 
When smiled on by the gentle moon, 

Revive to bless the coming day. 



THE CABIN BOY. • 
Music— at Z. T. Purday's. 
The sea was rough, the clouds were dark. 

Far distant every joy, 
When forc^ by Fortune, .to embark, 
I went as cabin boy. 

My purse soon fiU'd with Frenchman's gold, 

I nasten*d home with joy, 
But wrecked in sight of port behold, 

A hapless cabin boy. 
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WOULD YOU GAIN THE TENDER 

CREATURE. 

Music — at Nelson's. 

Wonu) you gain the tender creature, 
Mildlj gently, kindly treat her : 

Suffering is the lover^s part. 
Beauty by constraint possisssing, 
You enjoy but half the blessing — 

Lifebss charms without the heart 



3L,0VE IN HER EYES SITS PLAYING. 
Music— at Jeflfery's. 

liOVE in her eyes sits playing, 
And sheds delicious death ; 

Lore in her lips is straying, 
And warbling in her breath. . 

Love on her breast sits panting^ 
And swells with soft desire ; 

No grace, no charm, is wanting 
To set the heart on fire. 



THE GIPSY'S GLEE. 

Music — at Cramer's. 

Oh, who has seen the miller's wife? 
I, I, and kindled up new strife ; 
A shilling from her palm I took, 
£*er in the cross lines I could look. 
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Who, who's the farmer's daughter seen? 
I, I in quest of her have been ; 
But as the farmer was within, 
'Twas hard to 'scape him in whole skin. 

From every place condemn'd to roam, 
In every place we seek a home ; 
These branches form our summer roof, 
By thick-grown leaves made waterproot 

In sheltering nooks and hollow ways 
We cheerily pass our winter days. 
Come, circle round the gipsies* fire. 
Our songs, our stories, never tire ; 
Come, stain your cheeks with nut or berry. 
You'll find the gipsy's life is merry. 



MADRIGAL. 

Two ardent swains at Daphne's feet were suing, 
But she, too haughty, heeded not their wooing: 
Ho, ho ! quoth one, ah, why should we be sighing. 
While many dames are doubtless for us dying? 
Come, hie we to them, and some love be getting; 
Let paphne lose her swains by her coquetting, 

J. H, JSWELL. 

LOVE SOUNDS TH'ALARM. 

Music— at Chappeirs. 
Love sounds th'alarm, 

And fear is a-flying ; 
When beauty's the prize. 

What mortal fears dying? 
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In defence of my treasure, 

I bleed at each vein ; 
Without her no pleasure, 

For life is a pain. 



GREEN GROW THE RASHES, O ! 
Sung by Bir. Wilson, in his Musical Entertainment. 

Green grow the rashes, ! 
Green grow the rashes, O! 
The sweetest hours that e'er I spend. 
Are spent amang the lasses, 0! 

There's nought but care on ev'ry han', 

In ev'ry hour that passes, O ; 
What signifies the life o' man. 

An' 'twere na for the lasses, O? 

Green grow, &c. 

The warly race may riches chase, 
And riches still may fly them, O ; 

An' though at last thev catch them fast, 
Their hearts can ne er enjoy them, O. 
Green grow, &c. 

But gi'e me a canny hour at e'en. 
My arms about my dearie, O, 

An' warly cares an' warly men 
May a gae tapsalteerie, O. 

Green grow, &Ci 

For you, so douse, ye sneer at this — 
Te 're nought but senseless asses, O; 

The wisest man the warld e'er saw. 
He dearly lo'ed the lasses, O. 
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Auld Nature awears, the lovely dears 
Her noblest work she classes, O ; 

Her prentice han' she tried on man. 
And then she made the lasses, O. 

Green grow, &c 



THE OAK AND THE IVT. 

Music — at Ransford's. 
In the depth of the forest an old oak grew, 

The pride of the greenwood there. 
O'er its branches the ivy her mantle threw, 
When the forest boughs were bare; 
She clung like a bnde 
To his sturdy side, 
And her shining leaves so green 
Made him biythe and gay 
Through the live-long day 
In the midst of a winter scene. 
Oh, long may the oak and the ivy stand 
The pride and the boast of our native land! 

Oh, the oak of the forest told me true, 

And I echo the tale in song. 
That the ivy its branches made fair, to view, 
While the oak made the ivy strong! 
'Twas a union good. 
In the old deep wood — 
Had each for itself grown there, 
The plant alone 
Had no beauty diown. 
And the boughs of the tree been bare! 
Then long may the oak and the ivy stand 
The pride and the boast of our native land! 
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May we copy the oak and the ivj gveoi^ 

And, like Bntons, go hand in hand; 
As firm as the oaks may our sons be seen. 
In the cause of their natiye land. 
May our daughters fair, 
like the ivy, share 
The arms of the parent tree : 
While we all unite,. 
In our strength and might. 
For our homes and our liberty — 
As lon^ as the oak and the ivy stand 
The pnda and the boast of our native land! 

MY HEABTS MY OWN. 
MuMc— at Coventry aad Homer's. 
Mt heart's my own, my will is free. 

And so shall be my voice; 
No mortal man shall wed with me» 
Till first he's made my choice. 

Let parents rule, erj Nature's laws, 

And children still obey; — 
And is there, then, no saving clause 

Against tyrannic sway? 

WILL YE GANG WF MB LIZZIE 
LINDSAY? 
Music— at I>a£f Si Hodgson's. 
"Will ye gang wi' me, Lizzie Lindsay ? 

Win ye gang to the HieUands wi'^me? 
Will ye gang wi' me, Lizzie lindMy ? 
My bnde and my darling to he?*' 
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♦* To gang to the Highlands wi* you, sir, 
I dinna ken how that may be ; 

For I ken nae the land that ye live in, 
Nor ken I the lad Fm gann wi*.** 

** O Lizzie, lass, ye maun ken little. 

If sae be ye dinna ken me ; 
For my name is Lord Ronald M'Donald, 

A cnieftain of high degree." 

She has kilted her coats o' green satin, 
She has kilted them up to the knee. 

An' she's aff wi' Lord Ronald M'Donald, 
His bride an* his darling to be. 



I WANDERED BY THE BROOK-SIDB. 

Music— at Jeffery and Nelson's. 
I WANDERED by the brook-side, 

I wandered by the mill ; 
I could not hear the brook flow. 

The noisy wheel was still : 
There was no burr of grasshopper — 

No chirp of any bird; 
But the beating of my own heart 

Was all the sound I heard. 

I sat beneath the elm-tree, 

I watched the long, long shade, 
And as it grew still longer 

I did not feel afraid ; 
For I listened for a foot-fall— 

I listened for a word j 
But the beating of my own heart 

Was an the sound I heard. 
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He came not! ah, no, he came not! — 

The night came on alone, 
The little stars sat one by one 

Each on his golden throne : 
The evening air pass'd by my cheek 

The leaves above were stirr'd. 
But the beating of my own heart 

Was all the sound I heard. 

Fast silent tears were flowing. 

When something stood behind, 
A hand was on my shoulder — 

I knew its touch was kind : 
It drew me nearer, nearer. 

We did not speak one word, 
For the beating of our own hearts 

Was all the sound we heard. 



MAN'S INGUATITUDiJ. 
Mosio— at D'Almaine tad Co.'s. 
Blow, blow, thou ^wintry wind. 
Thou art not so unkind 

As man's ingratitude! 
Thy tooth is not so keen, 
Because thou art not seen, 

Although thy breath be rude. 

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 
Thou dost not bite so nigh 

As benefits forgot! 
Though thou the waters warp. 
Thy sting is not so sharp 

As friends remembered not. 



by Google 



184 POPULAR SONG6. 

LOVE LAUNCHED A FAIRY BOAT. 

MuaiO'Hit Duff and Hodgson's. 
Love launch'd a fairy boat, 

On a bright and shinine river, 
And said, **My bark shafl float 

O'er these sunny waves for ever. 
The gentlest gales shall fill the suls, 

That bear me onward cheerily; 
And through Time*s glass the sand shall pass 

From mom till evening merrily.** 

From mom, &c. 

But soon the heavens grew dark. 

And wildly msh'd the current: 
Love felt his fragile bark 

Must founder in the torrent. 
The tempest's gale rent every sail; 

Love moum'd his folly drearily; 
But Fmdence found the boy a-ground. 

And steer*d him honaeward merrily ! 

And steer'd, &c. 



THE RETURN OF THE ADMIRAL. 
Music — at Lavenue and Co.'s. 

How gallantly, how merrily we ride along the 
sea! 

The morning is all sunshine, the wind is blow- 
ing free; 

The billows are all sparkling, and bounding in 
the light, 

like creatures in whose sunny veins the blood 
is running bright 
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All na^iFe knows our triumph, strange birds 

about us sweep, 
Strange things come up to look at us — the 

masters of the deep! 
Li our wake, like any servant, follows even the 

bold shark — 
Oh^ proud must be our admiral of such a 

bonnj bark! 

Oh, prond must be our admiral (though he is 

pale to-day) 
Of twice five hundred iron men who all his nod 

obey! 
Who've fought for him and conquer'd, who've 

won, with sweat and gore. 
Nobility, which he shall have whene'er he 

touch the shore! 
Oh, would I were an admiral, to order with a 

word — 
To lose a dozen drops of bleed, and straight 

rise up a lord! 
rd shout to yon bold shark there, which follows 

in our lee, 
"Some day FIl make thee carry me like light- 
ning through the sea!" 

Our admiral grew paler, and paler, as we 
flew. 

Still talk'd he to the officers, and smiled upon 
the crew; 

And he looked up at the heavens, and he look'd 
down on the sea, 

And at last he saw the ereatnre that was fol- 
lowing^ in onr \eel 
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He shook — 'twas but an instant: for speedily 
the pride 

Ban crimson to his heart, till all chances he 
defied; 

It threw boldness on his forehead, gave firm- 
ness to his breath. 

And he look'd like some grim warrior new 
risen up from death! 

That night a horrid whisper fell on us where 
we lay — 

And we knew our fine old admiral was changing 
into clay; 

And we heard the wash of waters — though no- 
thing could we see — 

A whistle and a plunge among the billows on 
our lee I 

Till dawn we watch*d the body in its dead and 
ghastly sleep. 

And next evening at sunset, it was slung into 
the deep; 

And never from that moment, save one shud- 
der through the sea, 

Saw we or heard the creature that followed in 
our lee! 



TOGETHER LET US RANGE THE 
FIELDS. 

Mui^c— at Coventry and Homer's. 
Together let us range the fields, 

Empcarl'd with morning dew; 
Or view the fruits the vineyard yields. 

Or the apples* clustering bough. 
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There in close embower*d shades, 
Impervious to the noon-tide ray; 

By tinkling rills on rosy beds, 
We'll love the sultry hours away. 

CEASE YOUB FUNNING. 

Music — at Wybrow'a. 

Cease your funning, 

Force or cunning. 
Never shall my heart trepan; 

All these sallies. 

Are but malice, 
To seduce my constant man. 

'Tis most certain. 

By their flirting, 
Women oft have envy shown; 

Pleased to ruin, 

Others wooing, 
Never happy in their own. 

IX)N'T BE ANGRY, MOTHEll. 

Music— at White's. 
Don't be angry, mother, mother, 

Let your smiles be smiles of joy; 
Don!t be angry mother, mother, 

Don*t be angry with your boy. 
Years have pass d, and we've been parted. 

You have traversed o'er the sea. 
Whilst your boy, quite broken-hearted. 

Ne'er hath ceased to think on thee. 

Don't be angry, &c. 
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Don't be angry, mother, moAer, 

Let the world say what it will. 
Though I don't deserve thy fayour. 

Yet I fondly love thee still. 
Believe not what the world may tell you 

Since that parted we have been. 
Bear the fate that hath befel you 

And try to love your boy again. 

Don*t be angry, &c. 

Pray remember, mother, mother. 

In your absence Fve been spumM, 
Now I only ask one fkvour — 

Smile on me now you're retum'cl. 
Many a night both wet and weary, 

I have sat beside the door, 
Where my childhood's hours passed cheery. 

And sigh*d to call them mine no more. 

Don't be angry, &c. 

FLOW, THOU REGAL PURPLE 
STREAM. 
Music — at Leoni Lee's. 
Flow, thou regal purple stream, 
Tinted by the solar beam; 
In my goblet, sparkling, rise. 
Cheer my heart, and glad mine eyes. 
My brain ascends on fancy's wing, 
'Noint me, wine, a jovial King. 

While I live, I'll lave my cky ; 
When I 'm dead, and gone away 
Let my thirsty subjects say — 
A month he reigned, but that was May. 
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HABK, THE BONNIE CHRIST 
CHURCH BELLS. 
Musio — ^at Blackmail's. 
Habk, the bonnie Christ Church bells, 

(hie, two, three, four, five, six ; 
They sound so great, so wondrous sweet, 

And they trofl so merrily, merrily. 
Hark, the first and second bell. 

That every day at four and ten, 
Cries, come, come, eome, come, come to prayers, 
And the yerger tiH^s before the dean. 

Tiogle, tingle ting, goes the small bell at nine. 

To call the bearers home ; 
But there's ne*er a man will leave his can 

Till he hears the mighty Tom. 

THE ROTEICS FLAG. 

Mu^c— «t Jeffery and Nelson's. 
Oh, ever a rover's life for me, 
A gallant bark, and a rolling sea; 
On my own proud deck like a king 111 stand. 
Where brave hearts bow to their chief *s com- 
mand: 
With canyass spread where'er I roam, 
The deep, deep sea to me's my home: 
And my heart on that would ever be. 
With the black flag roving gallantly! 

And my heart, &c. 

Through thunder-storm a«d light'ning*s flash, 
Onward my baik will proudly dash; 
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Swift as tfie flight of the hawk she*l] sail. 
And bravely ride through the wildest gale. 
We'll shun no foe, and strike to none, 
With bright sword gleaming, or mounted gun ; 
But well meet them still on the broad blue sea. 
With our block flag roving gaUantly ! 

Oh, we'll meet them, &c. 



THE GRECIAN DAUGHTER. 
Muaio — at Larenue's. 
Oh, never heed, my mother dear, 

The silent tears I shed; 
Indeed, I will be happy here, 

Then ask me not to wed. 
By day, you shall not see me weep. 
Nor nightly murmur in my sleep: 
But ask me not to be a bride. 

For when my own dear Gara died, 
I kiss'd his brow, I breath'd a vow — 
Ah, bid me not to break it now! 

Then never, &c. 

He was the first love of my heart; 

My last love he will prove: 
Then, mother, we will never part — 

Name not another's love! 
At mom, I deck'd him for the fight; 

I bathed his blood-stain'd brow at night: 
And now in his cold grave he lies. 

There is no Joy for these sad eyes: 
Talk not of bndal robes for me— 

No, mother, no, it must not be! 

Then never, 8cc 
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THE CHILD AND THE DEW-DROPS. 

Music — at Hansford's. 

" Oh ! father, dear father, why pass they 
away. 

The dew-drops that sparkle at dawning of 
day; 

That glitter'd like stars in the light of the 
moon. 

Oh ! why are the dew-drops dissolving so 
soon ? 

Does the sun in its wrath chase their bright- 
ness away, 

As though nothing that's lovely might live for 
a day? 

The moonlight has faded, the flowers still re- 
main, 

But the dew-drops have shrunk in their petals 
again. 

Oh ! father, dear father, why pass they away. 

The devB^drops that sparlde at dawning of 
day?" 

"My child," said the father, "look up to the 

skies. 
Behold that bright rainbow — those beautiful 



There — ^there are the dew-drops in glory re- 
set, 

'Mid the jewels of heaven they are glitt'ring 
yet! 

Then are we not taught by each beautiful ray, 

To mourn not earth's fair things, though passing 
away ! 
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For though youth of its beauty and bright- 
ness be riven, 

All that withers on earth blooms more sweetly 
in heaven. 

Look up/' said the father, "look up to the 
skies, 

Hope sits on the wings of those beaatiful 
dyes!" 

Alas ! for the father — ^how little knew he. 
That the words he had spoken prophetic would 

be; 
That the beautiiiil cherub — the star of his day — 
Was e'en then, like the dew-drops, dissolving 

away. 
Oh I sad was the father, when, lo I in the skies 
The rainbow again spread its beautiful dyes I 
And then he remember'd the maxims he*d 

given. 
And thought of his child, and the dew-drops 

in heaven ! 

THE BOTTLE'S THE SUN OF OUR 

TABLR 

Mode— at Novello's. 

The bottle's the sun of our table. 

His beams are rosy wiuel 
We, planets that are not able 

Without its help to shine. 

Let mirth and glee abound. 

You'll soon grow bright 
With borrowed light, 

And shine as he goes round. 
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CRABBED AGE AND YOUTH. 
Music— at D'Alraaine and Co.'s. 
Crabbed Age and Youth 

Cannot live together! 
Youth ]ike summer morn, 
Age like winter weather. 

Age is full of care, 

Youth is full of pleasure; 
Age, like winter, bare; 

Youth, like summer weather. 

Age, I do abhor thee, 

Youth, I do adore thee; 
O, sweet husband, hie thee, 

Methink'st thou stay'st too long. 

THE ANCHORSMITHa 

Music— at Wybrow's. 
liiKB -Etna's dread volcano, see the ample forge 
Lar^e heaps upon large heaps of jetty fuel gorge ; 
While saJanaander Hke, the pon'drous anchor 

lies. 
Glutted with vivid fire, through all its pores 

that flies. ^ 

The dingy anchorsmiths, to renovate theii 

streagth, 
Stretch'd out in death-lilce sleep, lie snoring at 

their length, 
Waiting the master's signal, when the tackle's 

force 
Shall Kke spKt rocks, the anchor from the fire 

divorce. 

o 
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While, as old Vulcan's Cy<d(^ did the ftiMl 

bang. 
In deaf *ning concert shall their pond'rons harfi- 

mers clang, 
And into symmetry the mass incongruous h^astj 
To save from adverse winds and waves the gal- 

lant British fleet. 

Kow, as more vivid and intense each spfinter 

flies, 
The temper of the fire the skilfUl master tries ; 
And as the dingy hue assumes a brilliant red. 
The heated anchor feeds the fire on which it 



fed. 
The huge sledge-hammers round in order they 

arrange. 
And waking anchorsmiths await the look'd-lbr 

change — 
Longing with all their force the ardent mass to 

smite, 
When issuing from the fire array'd in daxitlijig 

white. 
And, as old Vulcan's Cyclop (fid the anvil bang 
To make in concert rude tneir pcHid'rous ham- 
mers clang. 
The rude, mis-shapen lump to symmetry they 

beat. 
To save from adverse winds and waves tiie gat 

lant British fleet. 

The preparations thicken: with forks the firs 
they goad — 

And now twelve anchorsmiths the heaving bel- 
lows load, 
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While arm'd from every danger, and in grim 

array, 
Anxious as howling demons waiting for their 

prey. 
The forge the anchor yields from out its fiery 

maw, 
Which on the anvil prone, the cavern shouts 

"Hurrah!" 
And now the scorch*d beholders want the power 

to gaze. 
Faint with its heat, and dazzled with its power- 
ful rays. 
While, as old Vulcan's Cyclops did the anvil 

bang. 
To forge Jove's thunderbolts, their ponderous 

nammers clang; 
And till its fire's extinct, the monstrous mass 

they beat. 
To save from adverse winds and waves thegal« 

lant British fleet. 



TELL ME WHEBE IS FANCY BRED. 

Moflio— at Cramer and Co.'s. 
Tell me, where is fancy bred 
Or in the heart, or in the head — 
How begot, how nourished? 
Reply, reply I 

It is engender^ in the eyes, ' 
With gazing fed; and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies. 

Let us all ring fancy's knell— 
m begin it— ding dong dell! 
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TELL HER, FLL LOVE HEE. 

If uaio— «t LKwaon'8. 
Tbll her, 1*11 love her while the cloiids drop 

Op while there's water in the pathless main ; 

Tell her Til love her till this hfe is o'er, 

And then my ghost shall visit this sweet 

shore ; 
Tell her, I only ask she'll think of me — 
ril love her while there's salt within the sea. 

Tell her all this, tell it o'er and o'er again, 
m love her while there's salt within the 

main. 
Tell her all this, tell it o'er and oer— 
The anchor's weigh'd, or I ?(Quld tell lier 



ROBIN, CALL ME NOT UNKIND. 

Music— at Hawes's. 
Oh! call me not unkind, Robin, 

Turn not thus away — 
But hear me speak my mind, Robin, 

List to what I say: 
We'er over-young to wed, Robin, 

Over-poor beside; 
To find our scanty bread, Robin, 

Sorely you'd be tried* 
Then call me not unkind, Robin* 

Turn not thus away — 
But hear me speak my mind, Robin, 

List to what I say. 
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WeVe time enongh before us — 

You're but on manhood's brink — 
And years will trarel o'er us 

More quickly than you think: 
What thouch the wond may scoff, Robin, 

Scornful let fhem be; 
When both are better off, Robin, 

Come again to me. 
Then call me not unlund, kc 

Oh I do not fear my love, Robin, 

Ckiira it when you will, 
Toull find my heart can prove, Robin, 

ilrm, and faithful still. 
I shall not think it shame, Robin, 

Though your head be grey — 
You'll find me still the same, Robin, 

Till my dying day I 
Then oall me not unkind, &c 



LADY OF BEAUTY. 
Music— at Wybrow'8. 
O LABT, sweet lady, unveil those eyes. 
The stars are dim, the moon is gone, 
This hour's for love alone — 
Oh, hear its sighs! 

Ijady of beauty, away, away! 

Rioses will fade as time flies on; ^ 

Weep when you must, but now be gay — 

Life is too short to be sighing on. 

Roses will fade as time flies on. 
Fal lal lal hi. 



by Google 



198 POPULAR SONGS. 

OH, WOULD I WERE A BOY AGAIN. 

Music — at Du£f and Hodgson's. 
Oh, would I were a boy again, 

When life seem'd form'd of sunnj hours. 
And all the heart then knew of pain 

Was wept away in transient showers! 
When every tale nope whispered then 

My fancy deem'd was only truth — 
Oh, would that I could know again 

The happy visions of my youth! 

Oh, would I were, &c. 

'Tis vain to mourn that years have shown 

How false these fairy visions were, 
Or murmur that mine eyes have know 

The burthen of a fleeting tear. 
But still the heart will fondly cling 

To hopes no longer priz'd as truth, 
And memory still delights to bring 

The happy vision of my youth! 

Oh, would I were, &c. 

BANKS OF ALLAN WATER. 
Musio— at Chappell's. 
On the banks of Allan water. 

When the sweet spring time did fiJl, 
Was the miller's lovely daughter. 

Fairest of them aU. 
For his bride a soldier sought hep, 

And a winning tongue had he; 
On the banks of Allan water, 
None so gay as sht . 
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On the banks of Allan water, 

When brown autumn spread its store, 
There I saw the miller's daughter, 

But she smiled no more. 
For the summer grief had brought her 

And her soldier false was he; 
On the banks of Allan water, 
None so sad as she. 

On the banks of Allan water. 

When the winter snow fell fast, 
Still was seen the miller's daughter; 

Chilling blew the blast 
But the miller's lovely daughter, 

Both from cold and care was free; 
On the banks of Allan water, 
There a corse lay she. 



OUR NATIVE SONG. 
Music — at Jeffery and Nelson's. 

OuB native song, our native song, 

Oh, where is he who loves it not? 
The spell it holds is deep and strong. 

Where'er we go, whate'er our lot. 
Let other music greet our ear. 

With thrilling fire or dulcet tone. 
We speak to praise — ^we pause to hear; 

But yet. Oh yet, 'tis not our own! 
The anthem chant — the ballad wild — 

The notes that we remember long. 
The theme we sung with lisping tongue, 

'Tis this we love— our native song. 
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Self-exiled frota our place of birth. 

To climes more fragrant, bright, mnd gay, 
The mem'ry of our own fair earth 

May chance awhile to fade away; 
But should some minstrel echo fall 

Of chords that breathe old England*! fkme. 
Our souls will yearn, our spirits bum, 

True to the happy land we claim. 
With high or low, in weal or woe. 

Be sure there's something coldly wrong 
About the heart that does not glow 

To hear its own, its native song. 



FUDDLE THY NOSE. 
Mnstc— at Z T Purday^. 
Merrily, merrily push round the glass. 

And merrily troll the glee; 
For he who won't drink till he wink is an 
So, neighbour, I drink to thee. 

Merrily, merrily fuddle thy nose, 

Until it right rosy shall be : 
For a jolly red nose, I speak under the rose, 

Is a sign of good company. 

HAIL, SMILING MORN. 

Music— at Hawes's. 

Hail, smiling mom, that tips the hiU« wkh gold, 

Whose rosy fingers ope the gates of day { 
Who the gay faces of nature £>th unfold, . 
At whose bright presence darkness fliea ftvay. 
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I LOVIB HEK, THOUGH HER HEART 
BE BLIGHTED. 
Music — at Allcroft's. 
I LOVE her, though her heart be blighted, 
l^ough sorrow with her feelings twine; 
I love her, thongh her eye, nnlighted 
Bj pleasure, coldly .rests on mine. 
I love her, though her smile is fleeting 

To scenes where memory's light portrays 
A being whose kindred heart was beating 
For her and hers in happier days ! 

For her, &c. 

I love her, though her thoughts are straying 
To one who sleeps the dreamless sleep 

Of death ; though midst her sighs are playing 

The hopes o*er which her visions weep. 

I love her, though her love be sorrow. 

Though wan*s her cheek, with pain and care: 

In life there is a sunny morrow — 
But not in woman's deep despair! 
In deep despair! 
In woman's deep despair! 

THE BANNER OF WAR. 

Music— at D'Almaine & Co.'s. 
Behold the Britannia! how stately and brave 

She floats on the ambient tides! 
For empyre design'd o'er the turbulent waves 
How trim and how gaUant die lides! 
Yet k)ve in a true Briton's heart 
With glory contends for a part, 
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And the fair cheek of beauty with tears is 

impearl'd. 
When the banner, the banner of war is 

unfiirrd. 

On the shore how alert, how intrepid her crew; 

How firm at their Sovereign's command; 
Or dauntless o*er ocean her foes to pursue. 
And die for the cause* of their land I 
Yet one tear ere the heroes depart. 
One sigh shall be drawn from the heart; 
One kiss on the cheek with sweet sorrows 

impearl'd 
When the banner, the banner of war is 
unfurl'd. 

Now forth to the contest! the battle swells 
high. 
And fierce round the vessel it roars! 
Hark I the sons of Britannia * To Victory !' cry. 
And victory sounds to our shores: 
Then peaceful again to their home 
Shall the patriot warriors come; 
No more the fair cheek shall with tears be 

impearl'd 
But the banner of peace stand for ever 
unfurPd. 

BID ME DISCOURSE. 
Music — ^at D'Almaine and Oo.'a. 
Bid me discourse, I will enchant thine ear; 

Or like a foirv trip upon the green 5 
Or like a nymph, with bright and flowing hair, 
Danoe on the sands, and yet do footiog seen. 
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HaEWOLF. 
Mnaio— ftt Z. T. Purday's. 

At the peaceful midnight hour, 
EvVjr sense and ev'ry power 
T*etter'd lies in downy sleep 
Then our careful watch we keep. 
When the wolf, in nightly prowl, 
Bays the moon with hideous howl: 
Gates are barred, a vain resistance, 
Females shriek, but no assistance. 
'• Silence! or you'll meet your fate — 
Your keys, your jewels^ cash and plate ! " 
Locks, tlolts, and bars, soon fly asunder, 
Then to rifle, rob, and plunder! 

SHE DIED FOR LOVE, AND HE FOR 
GLORY. 
Mnsio— At Blackmail's. 
YoUNO Henry was as brave a youth 

As ever graced a martial story; 
And Jane was fair as lovely truth; 
She sighed for love, and he for glory. 

With her his faith he meant to plight, 
And told her many a gallant story; 

Till war, their honest joys to blight, ^ 

Called him away from love to glory. 

Brave Henry met the foe with pride, 
Jane followed, fought — ah, hapless story! 

In man^ attire, "by Henry's side, 
She ^ed for love, and he for glory. 
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COME, COME, ALL NOBLE SOULa 

Musio— at Leoni Lee's. 

Come, come, all noble tools who are skHIM in 

music^s art, 
Do your best in this society to bear a part; 
On this returning day, we^ll ever jocund sing, 
And imitate the birds that warble in the rawing. 
On this, &C. 

The Muses nine shall own, whene'er we «haant 
this glee, 

Our offering at t^eir shrine is Love and Har- 
mony. 

The Mu8es» &c 

YOUNG AGNES. 

Music — at CbiHPPoU's. 
YouNO Agnes, beauteous flower! 

Sweet as blooming May, 
One evening from her tower. 

Thus pour'd her tender lay : — 
" The night now hath spread its shade. 

And 'twill hide thee from* all; 
Then haste to thy faithful maid — 

Darkness veils bower and hall. 
Oh, haste beneath her tower — 

Dost thou not hear love's call? 

** The silent hour invites thee — 

No star sheds its ray; 
No danger, love, affrights tltee— 

Wherefore, then, dost thou stay? 
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When suBbeams iUuHuae the sky, 
Guardians then may appall; 

Bnt now closed is every eye — 
Let thy steps penUy fall. 

The silent hour invites thee — 
Dost ihoa not bear love's call?^ 



HOW SWEET IN THE WOODLANDS. 
Mnsic — at Wybrow's. 

How sweet in the woodlands, with fleet hound 
and horn. 

To waken shrill echo, and taste ^he fresh morn! 

Bat hard is the chase my fond heart must pur- 
sue. 

For Daphne, fair Daphne is lost to my view ! 

Assist me, chaste Dian, the nymph to regain, 
More wild^ than the roebuck, and wing*d with 

disdain; 
In pity, overtake her, who wounds as she flies: 
Though Daphne's pursued, 'tis Myrtillo that 

dies! 

COME UNTO THESE YELLOW SANDS. 

Music — at Jeffery and Nelson's. 
Come unto these yellow sands, 
And there take ha&ds; 
Foot it fetely here and there. 
And let the rest the chorus bear. 
Hark, bark! the wateh^ogs bark; 
Hark, hark! I hear the straiB of chanticleer! 
Hark, Wk! I hear, &c. 
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THE CONQUERING HERO. 

Music— at Wybrow's 
See! the conq'ring hero comes 
Sound the trumpet beat the drums; 
Sports prepare, the laurel bring. 
Songs of triumph to him sing. 

See the god-like youth advance; 
Breathe the flutes, and lead the dance; 
Myrtles wreath, and roses twine. 
To deck the hero's brow divine. 



SWEET SPRING IS COMING. 
Music — at Ransford's. 

Hark ! to the humming, 

The sweet spring is coming, 
Floating with joy over valley and hill; 

Fresh odours bringing. 

With love and hope singing, 
Mingling her songs with the gush of the rill. 

Up, from your bowers — 

Ye dew-loving flowers! 
lift your bright cheeks to the warm sunny 
beam: 

Spread your perfume. 

Your beauty and bloom, 
Waken to life from your dark winter's dream. 

When autumn's sighing. 
And verdure is dying, 
How sad the wind steals through tiie old 
forest's gloom — 
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Now green buds are s^riDging, 
And young birds are singing, 
While whispers the breeze of the summei^s gay 
bloom. 
SoBBy rays glancing. 
O'er cry'^tal waves dancing, 
Sparkling with pleasure o'er fountain and 
stream; 
Peeping in bowers, 
Where lie the pale flowers. 
And laughing the shadows away with each 
beam. 

TIME HAS NOT THINN'D. 

Music— at Chappell's. 
Time has not thinnMmy flowing hair; 

Nor bent me with his iron hand; 
Ah! why so soon the blossom tear. 

Ere autumn yet the fruits demand? 

Let me enjoy the cheerful day. 
Tin many a year has o'er me roll'd 

Pleased, let me trifle life away, 
And sing of love ere I grow old. 



SAW YE MY WEE THING? 

Music — at Leoni Lee's. 
•* Saw ye my wee thing, saw yo my ain thing. 

Saw ye my true-love down by yon lea? 
Cross'd she tne meadow yestreen at the gloamin 
Siuight the the burme where flowers the 
haw- tree? 



by Google 



208 w€^pmsAn soNoe. 

Her hair it is Unt white, her tldn it b milk 
white, 

Dark is the Wue o' her saft rolling e'e; 
Bed, red her lip is, and sweeter than roses: 

Where could my wee thing wander frae mo?" 

*♦ I saw na* your wee thing, I saw na* your ain 
thing, 
Na' saw I your true love down by yon lea; 
But I met my bonnie thing late in thegloamin, 
Down by the bumie where flowers the haw 
tree. 
Her air it was lint- white, her skin it was milk 
white. 
Dark was the blue o* her saft rolling e'e; 
Bed were her ripe lips, and sweeter than roses: 
Sweet wete the kisses that she gied to me." 

**It was na' my wee thing, it was na mine ain 
thing, 

It was na' my true-love ve met by the tree; 
Proud is her leal heart, and modest her nature. 

She never loo'd ony till ance she loo'd me. 
Her name it is Mary, she^s frae Castle Gary, 

Aft has she sat, when a bairn, on my knee; 
Fair as your face is, were't fifty times fairer. 

Young braggart, she ne'er wad gie kisses to 
thee." 

**It was then your Mary, she's frae Castle 
Carv, 

It was then your true-love I met by the tree j 
Froud as her heart is, and modest her nature. 

Sweet were the kisses that she ga'e to me." 
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Sair gloomed his daric brow, blood-red his 
cheek grew, 
Wild flash'd the fire frae hia red-roUiDg e*e; 
"Ye's rue sair this morning, your boasting 
and scorning. 
Defend, ye fause traitor, for loudly ye lie." 

"Awa* wi* beguiling," then cried the youth, 
smiling, 
Aff gaed the bonnet, the lint-white locks fiee; 
The belted plaid fa'ing, her white bosom shawing 
Fair stood the loved maid wi* the dark roll- 
ing e'el 
**Is it my wee thing? is it my ain thing? 
Is it my true-love here that I see?" — 
" O Jamie, forgie me, your heart's constant to 
me: 
111 never mair wander, my true-love, fira* 
thee!" 

LUBLY ROSA. 
Music — at Balls and Son's. 
*' LuBLT BosA, Sambo cum. 
Don't you hear the banio, turn turn turn? 

Kose, de coal-black Kose! 

1 wish I may be 'cortch'd if I don't lub Bosel " 

*«Dat you. Sambo?" "Yes I cum— 
Don't you hear de banjo, tum turn tum?" 

O Bose, &c. 

'*'Tay a little. Sambo, I cum soon, 
Is I make a fire in de backa room." 

"O Bose, bress dat Bosel" &<i. 

p 
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**Make haste, Kosa, lublj dear, 
I almost 'tiff as poker, 'tanding here; 
Make haste, Bosa, lubly dear, 
I almost froze wid waiting here. 

O Bose, I almost froze,*' &a 

"Cum in, Sambo, don't 'tand dere shakin', 
De fire is bumin', de hoe-cake bakin'; 
Cum iup Sambo, and 'top dat shakin*: 
De peas in de pot, and de hoe-cake bakin'.** 
**0 Rose, bress dat Hose!** &c 

"Sit down. Sambo, warm your shin — 
Lor' bress you honey, for what you grin?" 
"Dear Bose, bress dat Bose!" &c. 

"I laugh to tink if you was mine, lubly Bose, 
rd give you plenty, de Lord above knows: 
IVl give you Opossum fat, and sometimes rice. 
Cow-heel and gugar-cane, and eberyting nice. 
O Bose, bress dat Bose I" &c 

"What in de comer dere, Bose, dat I py? 

I know dat nigger Cuffee by de white ob him 

eye!" 
*'Dat not Cuffee — 'tis a 'tick of wood, sure" — 
"A tick of wood wid *tocking on I you tell me 

dat? — p'shaw! 

Bose, take care, Bose! 

1 wish I may be burnt if I don't hate Bose! 
O Bose, you blacka snake Bose!" 

T^t go my arm, Bose, me at him rush, 
I swell him two lips, like a blacka-ball brush." 
OBose, &C. 
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I ketoh hold of Cufifee, and kick him on de shin, 
Which put de nigger in a fright, and make him 

grin; 
I ketch hold of Coffee, he try awaj to pull, 
But I up wid my fist, and hit him on de wooL 
O Bose, take care, Rose I &c 

He clear himself for sartin, he take a jump and 

run; 
Now, Samha follow arter wid his tum tum turn ! 
O Bose, you blacka snake Bosel 



LET FAME SOUND THE TRUMPET. 

Miudo — at Lawson's. 
Let fame sound the trumpet, and cry 'to the 
war,' 

Let glory re-echo the strain ; 
The full tide of honour may flow from the scar, 

And heroes may smile on their pain. 
The treasures of autumn let Bacchus display. 

And stagger about with his bowl ; 
On science, let Sol beam the lustre of day, 

And wisdom give light to the soul. 

Let India unfold her rich gems to the yiew. 

Each virtue, each joy to improve ; 
Oh give me the friend that I know to be true, 

^d the fair that I tenderly love ! 
What's glory but pride ? A vain bubble is 
fame, 

And riot the pleasure of wine ; 
What's riches but trouble? and title's a name; 

But friendship and love are divine ! 

Digged by Google 



218 POPULAR 80N08. 

THOUGH YOU LEAVE ME NOW IN 
SORROW. 

M tsio— at Z. T. Purday's. 
Though you leave me now in sorrow, 
SpaUes may light our lore to-morrow; 
Doomed to part, my faithful heart, 
A gleam of joy from hope shall borrow. 

Ah, ne'er forget, when friends are near. 
This heart alone is thine for ever; 
Thou may'st find those who love thee dear. 
But not a love like mine. Oh never! 

Though you leave me, &c. 

MY HELEN IS THE FAIREST FLOWER 

Music— at R. Cocks and Co.'s. 
My Helen is the fairest flower that ever grttced 

the sun or shade. 
Or deck'd with charms the lover's bower, tiie 

desert wild, or mountain glade; 
Her bosom fairer than the snow, or April 

shower, or May-mom's breath, 
Than moon-lit sea or ruby's glow, than weeping 

lily closed in deaUiI 
My Helen is the fairest flower that ever graced 

the sun or shade, 
Or :'eck*d with charms the lover's bower, the 

desert wild, or mountain glade. 
Her azure eye, when cast above, is brighter 

than yon starry sky; 
Her mellow voice, in notes of love, first raised 

my soul to bliss on high; 
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Her cbeeks, ihey mark the rose's bloom, her 
dear, dear lips the coral's hue; 

Her bteath rich Indians choice per^me; her 
heart is tender, kind, and true! 

Tes, Helen is, &c. 

l^D other arms can rival those, no othet lip such 

sweets disclose; 
No other art such powelr to please, for Helen is 

the thomless rose. 
Sportive fancy paints her near me, memVy ever 

will retain 
Thoughts of her I wish to cheer me» through 

tys {olgrifliage of paib ! 

Yes, EUen is, &c. 

HERE'S A HEALTH. 

Hebe's a health to all good lasses. 
Pledge it merrily, fill your glasses. 
Let tne bumper toast go round. 
May they live a life of pleasure. 
Without mixture, without measure. 
For with them true joys are found. 



I WON'T BE A NUN. 
Music— at Falkner's. 
KbW^ it it not a pity such a pretty girl as I, 
Should be sent to a nunnery to pme away and 

But I won't be a nun. 
No, I won't be a nun, 
Tm 80 fond of pleasure that I cannot be a nun! 
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Fm sure I cannot tell what the misoiilef I have 

done, 
But my mo&er often tells me that I must be a 

nun; 

But I won't be a nun, &o. 

I could not bear confinement, no, it would not 

do for me. 
For I like to go a shopping, and to see what I 

can see; 

So I won't be a nun, &c 

I loye to hear men flattering — love feshionable 

clothes, 
I love music and dancing, and chatting with the 

beaux; 

So I can't be a nun, &c 

So, mother, don't be angry now, but let your 

daughter be. 
For the nuns would not like to have a novice 

wild as me; 

And I can't be a nun, &o. 



WILL WATCH. 
Mnsio— at D'Almaine and Co.'f . 
'TwAs one mom when the wind from the north- 
ward blew keenly, 
Wliile suddenly roar^ the big wares of the 
main, 
A famed smuggler, Will Watch, kiss*d his Sue 
then serenely. 
Took helm, and to sea boldly steer'd out 
again. 
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Will had promised his Sue, that this trip, if 
well ended, 
^ould coil up his hopes and he'd anchor on 
shore; 
When his pockets were lined, why, his life 
should be mended. 
The laws he had broken he'd never break 
more. 

Hij sea-boat was trim, made her port, took her 
lading; 
Then Will stood for home, reach'd the offing, 
and criedt 
"This night, if I've luck, furls the sails of my 
trading. 
In dock I can lay, serve a friend, too, 
beside." 
Will lay-to till the night came on darksome 
and dreary; 
To crowd every sail, then, he piped up each 
hand; 
But a signal soon spied — 'twas a prospect on- 
cheenr — 
A signal that wam'd them to steer from the 
land. 

«*Th« Philistines are out!»» cries Will— "we'll, 
take no heed on't! * 

Attack'd, who's the man that will flinch from 
his gun? 
Should mv head be blown off, I shaU ne'er 
feel the need on't — 
Well fight while we can; when we can't, 
boys, we'll run." 
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Through the haze of the night, a bright fiash 
n<}w appearing, 
"Oh, ohl'*^ cries WiU Watch, **the Philis- 
tines bear down ; 
Bear a hand, my tight lads, ere we thii^ about 
sheering — 
One broadside pour in, should we swim, 
bo)'S, or drown. 

**But should I be popp'd o£ 70a, my mates, 
left behind me. 
Regard mj last words, see 'em kindly 
obey'd ; 
Let no stone mark the spot; and, my &iends, 
do you mind me. 
Near the beach is the ^Te where WiU 
Watch would be laid.* 
Boor Will's yam was spun out — for a bidlet 
next minute 
Laid him low on the deck, and he neter 

spoke more: 
His bold crew fought the brig while a shot 
remained in it, 
Then sheer*d, and WilFs hulk to his Susan 
they bore. 

In the dead^f the night, his last wish was' 
complied with. 
To few known his grare, and to few known' 
his end; 
He was borne to the earth by the crew liiat he 
died with, 
He'd the taars of his Susan, the prayers of 
each friend. 
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Near his grave dash the billows, the winds 
loudly bellow; 
Yon ash, struck with lightning, points out 
ihe cold bed 
Where Will Watch, the bold smuggler, that 
famed lawless fellow, 
Onoe fear'd, now forgot, sleeps in peace with 
the dead. 



DARBY KELLY. 

Mufllo— at Wybrow*s. 

Mr jfrandsire beat a drum so neftt, 

His name was Darby Kelly, O! 
No lad so true at rat tat too. 

At roll-call or rereilee, O! 
When Maribro's name first raisM his fame. 

My grandy beat the point of war; 
At Blenheim he, at Bamilie, 

Made ears to tingle near ^nd far: 
For with his wrist, he*d such a twist. 

The girls would leer, you don't know how ; 
They laugh'd, and cried, and sigh'd, and died, 

To hear him beat his row dow dow. 

A son he had which was my dad, 

As tight a lad as any, O! 
You e*er would know, though you should go 
From Chester to Killkenny,0 ! 

When great Wolf died, his country's pride 
To arms my dapper father beat; 

Each dale and hill remembers still 
How loud, how long, how strong, how neat. 
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Wiih. each drum-stick he had the trick. 
The girls would leer, you don't know how; 

Their eyes would glisten, their ears would 
listen. 
To hear him beat his row dow dow. 

Yet e'er I wed, ne'er be it said. 

But that the foe I dare to meet, 
With Wellington, Old Erin's son, 

To help to make them beat retreat. 
King Arthur once, or I^m a dunce, 

Was called the hero of the page; 
But what was he to him we see — 

The Arthur of the modern age. 
For, by the pow'rs, from Lisbon's towers 

Their trophies bore to grace his brow; 
He made Nap prance right out of France, 

With his English, Irish, row dow dow. 



WHEN BIBO THOUGHT FIT. 
Music— at Chappell's. 

When Bibo thought fit from the world to re- 
treat, 

As full of Champaigne as an egg's fiill of 
meat, 

He waked in the boat and to Charon he said. 

He would be row'd back for he was not yet 
dead. 

Trim the boat and sit quiet, stem Charon re- 
plied. 

Ton may hare forget you were dnuik when 
you died. 
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I KNOW A BANK. 
Musio— at Cramer's. 
I KNOW a bank whereon the wild thyme blows, 
Where ox-lips and the nodding violet grows*. 

There sleeps the Fairy Queen — 
There sleeps some time of the night, 
LnU'din these flowers with dances and delight I 

SCOTS WHA HAE Wr WALLACE BLED. 

Mnsio— at Jeffery and Nelson's. 

Scots, wha hae wi' Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham Bruce has aften led. 
Welcome to your gory bed, 

Or to victory! 
Now^s the day, and now*8 the hour — 
See the front of battle lour, 
See approach proud Edwaitl's power— 

Uhains and slavery I 

Wha will be a traitor knave? 
Wha can fill a coward's grave? 
Wha sae base as be a slave? 

Traitor, turn and flee! 
Wha, for Scotland's king and law, 
Freedom's sword will strongly draw. 
Freemen stand, or freemen fa, 

Caledonians, on wi' me! 

By oppression's woes and {Md s. 
By your sons*in servile chains. 
We will drain our dearest veins— 
But they shidl be free! 
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Lay the proud usurpers low, 
Tjrrants fall in everv foe; 
Liberty's in every blow! 
Forward — do or die! 



THE SAPLING OAK. 
Musks— at Leoni Lee*f . 
The sapling oak lost in the dell, . 

Where tangled brakes its beauties spoils 
And every infant shock repel. 
Droops hopeless o'er the exhausted soil. 

At length the woodman clears around. 
Where'er the noxious thickets spread; 

And high reviving o'er the ground, 
The forest's monarch lifts its head. 



HOT CODLINS. 

Music— at Wybrow'a. 
A LITTLE old womah her living got 
By selling hot codlins, hot! hot! hot! 
And this little old woman who codlins sold, 
Though her codlins were hot, thought she felt 

herself cold. 
So to keep herself warm, she thought it no sin 
To fetch for h^self a quartern of— 

Bi tol, &C. 

This little old woman set oifin a trot. 
To fetch her a quartern of hot ! hot! hot ! 
She swallow'd one glass, and it was so nice, 
"^he tipt off another in a trice; 
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The glass she filled till the bottle shrunk, 
Aiid this little old woman, they say, got — 

Bi tol, &c 

This little old woman, while muzzy she got, 
Some boys stole her codlins, hot I hot ! hot ! 
Powder under her pan put, and in it round 

stones ; 
Says the little old woman, "these apples hare 

bones! " 
The powder the pan in her face did send. 
Which sent the old woman on her latter-p 

Ri tol, &c. 

The little old woman then up she got. 

All in a fury, hot ! hot 1 hot ! 

Says she, "Such boys, sure, never were known, 

They never will let an old woman alone." 

Now here is a moral, round let it buz — 

If you mean to sell codlins, never get — 

Bi tol, &C. 



SYMPATHY. 

Music — at D'Almaine and Co.'s. 

In thee I bear so dear a pturt, 
^ By love so firm am thme. 
That each affection of the heart, 
By sympathy is mine. 

When thou art grieved, I grieve no less. 
My joys by thine are known. 

And ev'ry good thou would'st possess. 
Becomes in wish my own. 



222 POPULAB BONOS. 

THE MOON ON THE OCEAN. 
Mnsic— at T. Williams's. 

The moon on the ocean was dim'd by a ripple. 

Affording a chequer'd delight; 
The ga^, ioUj tars passed the word for the 
tipple 
And the toast — ^for 'twas Satordaj-night. 
Some sweetheart or wife, 
He loyed as his life, 
Each drank, and wish'd he could hail her : 
But the standing toast, 
That pleased the most. 
Was " The wind that blows, 
The ship that goes, 
And the lass that loves a sailor!" 

Some drank "The King," some, "His brave 
ships," 
And some, "The Constitution;" 
Some, " May the French and all such rips 
Yield to English resolution;'* 
"That Fate might bless 
Some Poll or Bess, 
And that they soon might hail her:" 
But the standing toast, 
That pleased the most. 
Was " The wind that blows. 
The ship that goes, 
And the girl that loyes a sailor!'^ 

Some drank "The Prince," and some •*OttP 
land"— 
This glorious land of "Freedom;" 
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Some, "That our tars may never want 
Heroes braye to lead them ;" 
"That she who's in 
Distress may find 
Such friends as ne'er will fail her:" 
But the standing toast, 
That pleased the most, 
Was "The wind that blows, 
The shi^ that goes. 
And the girl that loves a sailor!' 

HERE IN QOOL GROT. 
Music — at Duff & Hodgson's. 
Here, in cool grot and mossy cell. 
We rural fays and fairies dwell; 
Though rarely seen by mortal eve, 
When the pale moon, ascending high, . 
Darts through yon limes her quiv'ring beams, 
We frisk it near the crystal streams. 
Her beams, reflected from the wave. 
Afford the light our revels crave; 
The turf, with daisies 'broidered o'er. 
Excels, we wot, the Parian floor; 
Nor yet for artful strains we call. 
But listen to the waterfalL 

FM OWRE YOUNG TO MARRY YET. 

Music — at Cramer and Co.'s. 
I'm owre young, I'm owre young, 
Tm owre young to marry yet; 
I'm owre young, 'twould be a sin 
To tak* me from my mammy yet! 
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I am my mammT's aw bairn, 
Nor of my hame am weary yet} 
An' I wad hae ye learn, lads. 
That ye for me maun tarry yet. 

For I'm owre young, &c. 

I*m owre young, Tm owre young, 
I'm owre young to marry yet; 
I'm owre young, 'twould be a sin 
To tak' me from my mammy yet I 
For I hae had my ain way, 
Nane dare to contradict me yet — 
So soon to say I wad obey 
In truth I darena venture yet. 

For I'm owre young, &c. 



vCBANBORNE ALLEY SABAH. 

A Popultu: Parody on "Sally in Our Alley:" written 
and sung by Mr. Simmonds. 

Of all the gals rot dress so fine. 

There's none comeiB up to Sallpr; 
She Torks hard by, at number nme, 

In Little Cranbome Alley. 
There's not a girl in all the courts 

Vot looks so fat as Sally — 
Oh, I'm a lodger in her heart, 

And she rorks in Cranbome Alley. 

As I pass by to see her work 
A quizzing through the yinder, 

The shop -boy comes, jist like a turk. 
And looks as black as tinder. 
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Fm sure her pa and ma's not fit 

£*or sich a duck as Sally; 
There's none so fair in Leicester Square, 

Nor yet in Cranborne Alley. 

Oh, Sail and I, ye fust did meet 

At Greenidge, Easter Monday; 
And then vith me to Battersea 

She vent tiie follering Sunday. 
Amongst the svells I valks about, 

To cut it fine vith Sally; 
Her mother aUvays knows she's out, 

Vhen not in Cranborne Alley. 

Oh, there's a gang of seedy 8\ells 

Makes game of me and bally — 
Vith all their brag, vhy p'rhaps they gits 

Their Sunday clothes on talley. 
Afore to-morrow arternooii, 

I'll get tied up to Sally — 
I'll take her soon to my back room, 

And that's in Cow Heel Alley ! 



THE ARAB STEED. 
Music — at Cbsppell's. 
Oh, bring me but my Arab steed 

My prince defend his right. 
And I will to the battle speed, 

To guard him in the fight. 
His noble crest I'll proudly wear, 

And gird his scan around, 
But I must to the field repair, 

For, hark, the trumpets sound I 

..gitized by Google 



22C POFITLAR SONGS. 

Ob, with my Arab steed I'll go, 

*Mid battle's glorious cry. 
My sovereign meets th' invading foe, 

I'll save or with him die. 
EUs faulchion 'midst the brave hell bear. 

His courser paws the ground; 
But I must to the field repair. 

For hark! the trumpets sound. 

THE DEATH OF ABERCROMBIE 

Music— at D'Almaine and Co.'B. 

RECITATIVE. 

'I'wAs on the spot, in ancient lore oft named. 
Where Isis and Osiris once held sway, 
O'er kings who sleep in pyramidic pride; 
But now for British valour far more famed. 
Since Nelson's band achieved a glorious day, 
And, crown'd with laurel, Abercrombie died. 

AIR. 

Her roseate colours the dawn had not shed 
O'er the field which stern slaughter had tinted 

too red; 
Twas dark, save each flash at the cannon's 

hoarse sound ; 
When the brave Abercrombie received his 

death wound. 
His comrades with grief unaffected deplore. 
Though to Britain's renown he gave one laurel 

more. 

With a mind unsubdued, still the foe he defied. 
On the steed which the hero of Acre supplied; 
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Till, feeling he soon to fate's summons must 

yield, 
He gave Sidney the sword he no Ion er could 

wield. 
His comrades with grief unaffected deplore, 
Though to Britain's renown he gave one laurel 

more. 

The standard of Albion with victory crown*d. 
Waved over his head as he sank on the ground: 
"Take me hence, my brave comrades," the 

vet'ran did cry — 
" My duty's complete, and contented I die." 

I WOULD I WERE A FAIRY. 

Music — at Coventry and Hollier's. 

I WOULD I were a fairy, as light as falling 

snows. 
To do whatever my fancy bade, to wander 

where I chose; 
rd visit many a pleasant spot, a merry life I^d 

lead. 
With all of bright and beautiful to serve me at 

my need. 
Fd never give a single thought to misery or 

care. 
My heart should have the gladness of a wild 

bird in the air; 
And if perchance a tempest should gather in 

the sky, 
rd crouch beneath a lily -bell until the cloud 

pass'd by. 

I would I wore, &c. 
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The stany, twinkling glow-worm, that, like a 

drop of dew, 
Sheds ^Euntly on the trembling grass a line of 

em'rald hue; 
The daisy and the yiolet, Itie small gem on the 

lea — 
Of these Td make my playmates, and these my 

friends should be: 
I'd hie me to the greenwood — ^I*d sit me down 

and sing 
Beneath the quiet curtain of the nightingale's 

soft wing ! 
My pillow should be rose-leaves, without a 

single thorn. 
And there Td chant my roundelay until the 

blush of mom. 

I would I were a fairy, &c. 



HUNTER OF TYROL. 
Muido— at Leoni Lee's. 

Hark to the distant horn, 

List to the hunter's cry ! 
While sweetly the echoes 

0*er mountain and valley fly, 
Swift as the fatal dart 

Hurl'd at the forest boar; 
The hunter leaves the hill. 

When the toils of the chase are o'er. 
The hunter, &c. 



Hark to the distant horn, 
JAnt to the hunter's cry ; 
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How sweet are the echoes 

That follow the mountain horn; 

How sweet are, &c 

Oft as the rising snn 

Fades on the dark blue sea, 
Sweet echo bears lightly 

The sound of the horn to me; 
Many an eye will beam. 

Many a light heart bound. 
When, in their mountain homes. 

The hunter's song goes round; 
Oh, many an eye will beam. 

Many a light heart bound. 

EEark to, &c. 

THE SPRIG OF SHILLELAH. 
Music— at Lawson's. 

OcH, loye is the soul of a nate Irishman, 

He loves all that's lovely, loves all that he can, 

With his sprig of shillelah and shamrock so 

green; 
Bfis heart is good-humoured — ^*tis honest and 

sound. 
No malice or hatred is there to be found. 
He courts and he marries, he drinks and he 

fights, 
-For love, all for love, for in that he delights, 
With his sprig of shillelah and shamrock so 

green. 

Who has e'er had the luck to see Donnybrook fair 
An Irishman all in his glory is there* 
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With his sprig of shillelah and shamrock so 

green; 
His clothes spick and span new, without eyer a 

speck, 
A neat Barcelona tied round his neck; 
He goes to a tent, and spends half a crown. 
He meets with a friend, and for love knocks 

him down 

With his sprig of shillelah, &c 

At evening returning, as homeward he goes. 
His heart soft with whisky, his head soft with 

blows, 
From a sprig of shillelah and shamrock so 

green. 
He meets with his Shelah, who blushing a 

smile, 
Cries, "Get you gone, Pat!" yet consents all 

the while; 
To the priest then they go, — and nine months 

after that 
A fine baby cries out, "How d'ye do, father 

Pat, 

"With your sprig of shillelah, &c. 

Bless the country, says I, that gave Patrick his 

birth. 
Bless the land of the oak, and its neighbouring 

earth. 
Where grows the shillelah and shamrock sor 

green. 
May the sons of the Thames, the Tweed and 

the Shannon, 
Drub the foe who dares plant on our confines 

a cannon; 
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United and bappy, at loyalty's shrine, 

May the rose, leek, and thistle, long flourish 

and twine 
Kound a sprig of shillelah and shamrock so 

green. 

AMIDST THE MYRTLES. 

Amidst the myrtles as I walk, 
Love and myself thus enter talk; 
Tell me, said I, in deep distress. 
Where I may find my shepherdess. 

COULD A MAN BE SECURE. 

Music — at Duff and Hodgson's. 

Could a man be secure 

That his life would endure, 
As of old, for a thousand long years, 

What arts might he know. 

What acts might he do. 
And all without hurry or care. 
But we that have but span-lons^ lives, 
The thicker must lay on the pleasure. 

And since time will not stay, 

We'll add night unto day. 
And thus we'll fill the measure. 

MACGREGOR'S GATHERING. 

Music— at Leoni Lee's 

The moon's on the lake, and the mist's on the 

brae. 
And our clan has a name that is nameless by day ; 
Then gather, gather, gather GregaUoh^ 
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Our signal for figfat, which from monarchs we 

drew, 
Must be heard but by night in our vengeful 

halloo: 
Then, halloo, halloo, halloo, Gregalich! 

Glenarchy's proud mountains, Calchum and 

her towers, 
Glenstrae and Glenlyon no longer are ours — 
We're landless, landless, landless, Gr^^alich! 

But, doomed and devoted by vassal and lord, 
McGregor has still both his heart and his sword. 
Then, courage, courage, courage, Gregalich! 

Should they rob us of name, and pursue us 

with beagles. 
Give their roofs to the flames, and their flesh 

to the eagles! 
Come then, come then, come then, Gregalich! 

While there's leaves in the forest, or foam on 

the river, 
Maucgregor, despite them, shall flourish for ever: 
Then, gather, gather, gather, Gregalich ! 

Through the depths of Loch Katrine the steed 

shall career. 
O'er the peak of Ben Lomond the galley shall 

steer. 
And the rocks of Craie Boyston like icicles melt. 
Ere our wrongs be forgot, or our vengeance 

unfelt: 
Then, vengeance, vengeance, vengeance, 

Gregalich! 
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THE BOBBER'S BOAST. 

, Mnslo— «t Metsler's. 

Lurk through the dark woods, 

When the screech-owl cries, 
Lurk through the dark woods, 

Secure from human eyes; 
When wolves do howl, 
Then out we prowl. 
On the benighted traveller dart, 
And fix our poniards in his heart 
Vain are his cries — 
He dies, he dies! 

When the nightly spoil is won. 

When the feast of blood is done, 

Then to our cave we gay return, 

And laugh, and drink, and sing till mom. 

Plunder's our boast? plunder's our boast? 

Huzza! plunder's our boast, huzza! 

OLD CONWELL THE PILOT. 
Music — at Novello's. 
Old Conwell, the pilot, for many a year 

Had plenty of vessels in charge; 
And knew of each sand-bank and shoal to 
steer clear. 
Whether sailing close haul'd, or at large. 
At lastsafely rooor'd, with a well-timber'd purse. 

Heart and house open'd wide to his friend. 
With old Poll, once a dasher, now tum'd to a 
nurse. 
He had bought a snug birth at Gravesend. 

D,grt,zedbyG00Sl^_ 
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From a kind of poop lantern, placed over the 
Thames, 
Where he took with his messmates his prog, 
Bound outward or homeward, the ships aiixi 
their names 
They'd spy, as they guzzled their grojg^ 
Now cocKing*the spy-glass, and clearing the 
Nore, — 
" Why, Jack, -there they come without endt 
There's the Neptune, the Glon/y and, further in 
shore, 
Fame and Liberty, making Gravesend. 

"And seel where the river ip. branches divides. 

Cut in two all the same as a forlc; 
How proudly the Commerce with Indusiri/ ridesl 

Then the Blarney— Oh, she's bound to Cork. 
There's the homeward-bound fleets from the 
Downs — only see! 

So stored, their top-gallant mast bend! 
There's the Silkworm, the Beaver, the Ant and 
the Bee, 

And all standing on for Gravesend. 

" There's the Fortitude yonder, at danger that 
mocks, 
The Nimble, that swims like a tench; 
The bold Resolution, that steers clear of rocks, 
The Britannia, that laugh'd at the French r 
Thus a magnet old Thames firmly holds in his 
mouth. 
To which all sorts of merchandize tend; 
And the trade of all nations. East, West, North, 
and. South, 
Like the Needle, points right to Gravesend. 
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YOUNG eONWELL. 

WRITTEN BY MB. J. H. J^WfilX. 

Music-— at Lawson's. 

Young Conwell, the son of that jolly old 

- boy, 

Who'd been toss'd on the ocean of life, 

Ilad mann'd a new boat foiv his future employ, 

For the old one with danger was rife. 
Young Bill had got spliced to a nice little 
craft, 
Who through many long years was his 
friend; 
And though Fortune, that , spinster, had took 
him abaft, 
His heart was still ttae to Grayesend. 

Now, aboard of his yacht. Bill skims o'er the 
Thames, 
While he quaffs off full jorums of grog. 
And marks well all vessels, and enters their 
names. 
In his wreck of a book — an old log. 
And often he*ll bluster, and call out "Ahoy! 
Here, Tom, take a glance at each Mend! 
There's the Vulcan, the Venus, and Cupid, her 
boy. 
With the Arrow and Dar^ for GraTesend. 

With what grace Amphitrite now floats down 
the tide. 

So nobly her flag is unfurled; 
And Mars with fair Psyche are now side byside, 

While the Atlas I'd back 'gainst the World. 
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With Hope and Contentment may no ills betide, 
(Incur voyage through life, how they blend). 

There's the William and Susan, the Bridegroom 
and Bride, 
And the True Lovers' Knot, for GraTesend. 

There's the Courier yonder, a Ranger has been, 

Like the Zephyr, that floats round the Globe; 
And many an Enterprise there has been seen, 

Where the Hero has mude his abode. 
There's the Albion undaunted, who ne'er shies 
from foes. 

Wherever her prospects may tend; 
While the Thistle, the Shamrock, the Leek, and 
the Bose, 

All in Union now join at G-ravesend ! 



MY FATHER LAND. 
Music — at Leoni Lee's. 

I HEAR them speak of ray father land, 

And feel like a mountain child. 
When they tell of the gallant yager band. 

And the chamois bounding wild. 
Of the snow-capped hills to heaven that soar 

Where the avalanches fall. 
And the chalet's joys when the chase is o'er. 

And the Ranz-des-vaches they calL 
And when the tear would dim my eyes, 

I raise the Alpin lay; 
In the rapid's roar I drown my sighs, 

And dance sad thoughts away! 

La, la, la^ &e. 

Digifeed by Google 



POPULAR SONGS. 237 

0*er the mighty Hudson's banks I roaw. 

Through our plant forests stray, 
And breathe a sigh for that mountain home, 

And the joys so far away! 
In thought, at eve, I join each sport. 

And the pastor's blessing share, 
With the maidens in their kirtles short, 

And their golden-bodkin'd hair. 

And when the tear, &c. 



UP; TO THE FOREST, HIE! 
Music — ^at Nelson's. 

Up! to the forest, hie! 

Summer is in its prime; 
*Tis glorious now to lie 

In the glades of heath and thyme. 
Up! to the forest, &c. 

The bees are there before us. 

Hanging in many a flower; 
Let us list their joyous chorus. 

Through the basking moon-tide hour. 
Up! to the forest, &c. 

I^et us see the golden sun, 
Amid the woodboughs run. 
As the fi^es so freshly by 
Through the blue, blue summer sky. 
Let us hear again the tune. 
The chiming sound that floats around — 
The woodland hum of noon. 
Up ! to the forest, &c. 
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TAKE NOW THIS RING. 
Muaio — ^at Booeey's. 
Take now this ring — 'tis thine, love, 
I will make thee, at the altar, mine, Iotc; 
May fortune ever shine, love, 

With smiles benignant on our love. 

Sacred to thee be this token. 
Love's soft vows with it spoken. 
Like my mother's vows unbroken, 

Sacred pledge of mutual love. 

TRIM THE LAMP. 

Music — at Wybrow'j. 
Trim the lamp, and fill the bowl. 

Should we from this place depart, 
Here's the spring that cheers the soul. 

And gives rapture to the heart. 
Spirit of •thereal birth. 

By the gods to man sent down 
To wean the soul from dregs of death, 

And in its tide our sorrows drown. 

Trim the lamp. Sea. 

Vain are the cares the hand of folly 

Pours into the cup of life. 
Wine cheers the heart of melancholy. 

Heals the rankling wound of strife: 
So the cheek of sorrow bright'ning. 

As the goblet passes round, 
And beauty's eye, with magic light'ning, 

Melts to heal the lover's wound. 

Trim the lamp, &c 
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JIM BROWN. 
Music— at Hime and Co.'s. 

I AM a sciance nigga, my name is Jim Brown, 
I am one dat plays de music all about de town : 
It ain't the common niggas I would deign to 

gib my band, 
Because I am de leader of de famed black band. 
I play upon de fife, I play upon de fiddle, 
I'm opposed to de Bank, and don't like Biddle. 
De wenches in de city, dey all run arter me, 
'Cause I light on their 'fections like a 'possum 

on a flea: 
But dey can't suck in dis child— I don't know 

now it can be; 
For nothing less than white gall eber come o' 

me. 
I play upon de cimbals and make de handsome 

souno; 
And I am de high musician dey call Jim Brown. 

De way I come to play de fife, and carry ob de 

sword, 
I practised on de banjo sugar in de gourd: 
De niggas, dey all dance when I begin to play; 
Dey dance from de morning to de close ob de 

day. 
I play upon de banjo in de country — 
I am a clear gritt nigga, from de elbow to de 

knee. 

I was bom on Long Island, close to Oyster 

Bay; 
I work upon de farm for two shilling a day. 
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But de genius ob dis nigga was sure to be dia- 

kiver — 
I jump aboard de sloop, and cum down de ribber, 
I land at Fulton market, wid my music in mj 

hand — 
Den quick dej make dis nigga de leader ob de 

band. 

Den I learn to play de cimbals, and play upon 

de drum, 
An all de fancy tunes dis nigga he could cum. 
I went to de Opera, to see de music dere : 
But wid dis nigga dey notin could compare. 
Dey may talk about dare Opera, de Gassa 

Kacka Kia; 
But neba come to tea wid Old Wurginia neber 

tire. 

So, since music in de City is all de rage, 

My friends dey did 'swade me to sing ubon de 

stage : 
So since I have appeared, and get de *plause 

from you, 
I don't mind de constable, nor fear Buga Boo : 
And if I get encouraged by de people of dis town, 
Take de eberlasting blessing ob de nigga Jim 

Brown. 



And let me the canakin clink, clink. 
And let me the canakin clink: 

A soldier's a man, 

A life's but a span ; 
Why then, let a soldier drink. 
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MY HEART WITH LOVE IS BEATING. 

Musio~at Chappell's. 
Mt heart with love is beating, 

Transported by those eyes; 
Alas, there's no retreati^ng, 

In vain the captive flies ! 

Proud fair, thus low before you, 

A prostrate warrior see; 
Whose sole delight and glory 

Are center'd aU in thee. 

Then why such anger cherish? 

Why turn those eyes away? 
For if you bid me perish, 

Alas, I must obey ! 



THE LASS O' GOWRIE. 
Muflic — at Jeffery and Nelson's. \ 

'TwAs on a summer afternoon, I 

A wee before the sun gaed down, J 

My lasme, with a braw new gown. 

Came o'er the hills to Gowrie. 
The rose-bud tii^^ed wi' morning shower 
Bloom *d fresh within the sunny bower; 
But Kitty was the fairest flower 

That ever bloom'd in Gowrie. 

I praised her beauty loud and lang. 
Then round her waist my arms I flang, 
And said, ** My lassie, will you gang 
To view the Carse o' Gowrie? 

B 
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I'll tak' you to my father's ha*. 
In yon green field beside the shaw, 
And mak' you lady o' them a' — 
The brawest wife in Gowrie." 

Saft kisses on her lips I laid, 

The blush upon her cheek soon spread; 

She whisper'd modestly and said, 

"1*11 gang wi' ye to Gowrie." 
The auld folks soon gave their consent. 
And to Mess John we quickly went, 
Wha tied us to our hearts content — 

And now she's Lady Gowrie. 



WHEN VULCAN FORGED. 
Music— at ETAlmaine and Co.'s. 

When Vulcan forged the bolts of Jove, 

In JEtna*s roaring glow, 
Neptune petitioned he might prove 

Their use and power below; 
But finding in the boundless deep. 

Such thunders would but idiv sleep. 
He with them arm*d Britannia s hand. 

To guard from foes her native land. 

Long may she hold the awful right. 

And when through circling flame. 
She darts her vengeance in uie fight. 

May justice guide her aim I 
While if assaiPd in future wars, 

Her soldiers brave and gallant tars, 
Shall launch her fires from evei^ band. 

On ev'ry foe to Britain's la^. 
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UY PRETTY GAZELLK. 
Muaio— at Chappell's.- 
CoHE hither, my pretty gazelle, 
. With thy footsteps hj^ht and free ; 
There's a dimness in thme eye 

Since last I gazed on the a: 
The airy hound of thy step is gone, 

And hush'd is thy silver bell; 
There's a silent sorrow in thy look — 
Come hither, my pretty gazelle. 

Then, come hither, &c 

I love thee, my pretty gazelle: 

Eor the hand that loved to deck 
And weave the cinnamon wreath 

Around thy tender neck. 
She passed away like a summer cloud — 

And whither the grave can tell^ 
And left the light of thine eye, 

To glad sorrow, my pretty gazelle! 

Then, come hither, &c 



THE SAILOR'S TEAR 

Musio— at Wybrow'fl. 

He leap'd into the boat, as it lay upon the 

strand. 
But, Oh, his heart was far away with friends 

upon the land: 
He thought of those he loved the best—a wife, 

an infant dear — 
And feeling fill'd the sailor's breast, the sailor's 

eye, a tear. 
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They stood upon the far-off cliff, and way^ a 

kerchief white. 
And gazed upon his gallant bark, till she was 

out of sight ; 
The sailor cast a look behind, no longer they 

were near; 
Then raised the canvass to his eye, and wiped 

away a tear. 

Ere long the ocean's blue expanse his sturdy 

bark has sped. 
The gallant sailor, from her prow, descries- a 

sail a-head; 
And thus he raised his mighty arm — for Bri- 
ton's foe was near- 
Ay, then he raised his arm — ^but, not to wipe 
away a tear. 

TO THE OLD, LONG LIFE, 
Mu8ic-*ftt Lonsdale's. 
, To the old, long life and tretwure; 

To the younff, Sll health and pleasure; 
To the fair, their face. 
With eternal grace: 
And the rest to be loved at leisure. 



THE MONKEY AND NUTS. 
Music — at Metzler*s. 
A MONKEY, being fond of nuts, 

Thought he would have some roasted} 
But how was he to get them done? 
Not liking to be toasted. 
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A poor young cat was passing by, 

And innocently watcnes; 
The wicked monkey saw her stop, 

And at his victim snatches. 

♦• Dear Pussy, you are just the one 

That Fye been looking out for; 
How beautiiul you look to day ! 

But tell me what you pout K>r. 
Upon my word, I long have had 

For you a fond affection; 
Now you shall stay and dine with me, 

Or take some shght refection." 

'Twas no use for poor Puss to speak. 

Or offer to deny him, 
The monkey had her in his grasp. 

And she could not defy him. 
So he began to laugh and chat, 

And show a few grimaces; 
Oh, if you had but seen, like I, 

The contrast in their faces! 

He put some nuts into her paw, 

And he the fire approaches. 
As if a salamander she. 

Or made of young cock-roaches. 
The poor cat now began to squaU, 

Her face the fire attacking. 
And sadly, too, her paw was burnt. 

The while the nuts were cracking. 

The monkey having feasted well, 

Beean to snarl and grumble. 
That ne should be so taken in 

With nuts he scarce could mumble. 
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"Dear me/' said he, "how they are burnt;" 

And at poor Pussy looking^, 
•* I cannot think hoW I could bear 

Such miserable cooking. 

" And what a fUss you make about 

A little bit of warming; 
Fve often done the thing myself — 

There's nothing so alarmmg. 
Now take this for your pains," he said, 

" And next time' be less squalling;" 
Then gave the cat a hearty cuff, 

Which sent the poor thing sprawling. 

" Now let me give you this advice 

(For I am one of letters). 
Leave oflF that rude obstrepVous way, 

When you are with your betters; 
And think yourself well off," he said, 

" "That I had mercy on you ; 
For many would have sent you home 

With not a dress upon you." 

Mrs. W, Teller. 



WE ALL LOVE A PRETTY GIRL. 

Mosio— at lyAlxnidne and Co.'s. 

OiTNS ! neighbour, ne'er blush for a trifle like 

this. 
What harm with a fkir one to toy and to kiss? 
The greatest and gravest — ^a truce with gri- 
mace — 
Would do the same thing were they in the 
same place. 
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No age, no profession, no station is free, 
To sovereign beauty mankind bends the knee; 
What power, resistless, no strength can oppose. 
We all love a pretty girl under the rose. 



AILEEN ASTHORE. 
Music — at Jeffery and Nelson's. 

Oh, blessings for ever on Aileen Asthore, 
She's as good as she's lovely, and twenty times 

more: 
With her sparkling blue eye, and her magical 

smile, 
Oh, the hearts that are hardest 'tis she can be- 
guile! 
I'll never forget the Curragh of Kildare, 
Though the prettiest girls of the county were 

there : 
I'm sure I ne'er saw, either since or before, 
One fit to be named with my Aileen Asthore. 

We naefc in the dance, and how great was my 

pride, 
As I moved like a lord, with that girl by my 

side: 
But, Oh, when to others we gavfe up the floor. 
My heart was clean gone to fair Aileen Asthore. 
My love it was honest, and faithfiil, and true. 
And better than that, 'twas a winning love too: 
For the day will soon come, with the priest to 

the fore. 
When for life she'll be mine — dearest Aileen 

Asthore. 
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THE SMUGGLER KING. 
Music— at Bansford's. 

There's a brave litUe barque. 

Stealing out in the dark, 
From her nest in the bustling bay; 

The fresh breeze meet^ 

On her dingy sheets. 
And swiftly she darts away. 

She never must run 

In the eyes of the sun. 
But along with the owl take wing: 

She must keep her flight 

For the moonlight night — 
For she carries the Smuggler King. 

She must, &c 

A monarch is he. 

As bold as can be. 
Of a strong and a daring band: 

The bullet and blast 

May go whistling past. 
But he quails neither heart nor hand. 

He lives and dies 

With his fearful prize — 
ILdke a hunted wolf he*ll spring. 

With trigger and dirk. 

To the deadliest work. 
And fight like a Smuggler King. 

And fight, &C. 

Back from the wave 
To his home in the cave, 
In the sheen of the torches' glare, 
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He reigns the lord 

Of a freebooter's board, 
And never was costlier fare. 

Bight firm and true 

Are the hearts of his crew — 
There's faith in the shouts that ring, 

As they stave the cask, 

And drain the flask, 
And drink to the Smuggler Eang. 

And drink, & . 



TLL SPEAK OF THEE. 

Music— at Hawes'B. 
I*i«L speak of thee, I'll love thee too, 
Fondly and with affection true; 
Pure as yon sky's celestial blue, 

My love shall be, my love shall be. 
In sunshine, and though clouds shall lower 
In mirth and sorrow's saddening hour. 
While memory lives, and life has power, 

I'll speak of thee, I'll speak of thee. 

I'll speak, &(. 

Through youth's say scene, in riper age, 
In later life's concluding stage. 
Dying, shall thoughts of thee engage 

My memory, my memory. 
Remember, then, remember me. 
Remember all I've said to thee; 
And my responsive pledge shall be — 

I'll speak of thee, I'll speak of thee. 

I'll speak, &c 
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FRIENDSHIP AND LOVE. 
Mu^c — at Munro and Ma 

Should mirth be obseiVd by her sons to dediDe 
Then recruit her bright lamp with a flask of 

good wine; 
When the glass circles round, and our spirits 

improve. 
How sweet flows the bumper to iriendship and 

love 

BEAUTIFUL DINAH. 

A Popular Parody on " Norah, the Pride of Kildare ;** 
written and sung by lir. Simmonds. 

Debe's not a gal finer as peautiful Dinah — 
She's de gal of my heart, an' de pride of de 
fair: 
111 not never leave her vhile Fve ^ot a shtiver 
To shpend vid my Dinah, de pnde of de fair. 
A livin' she gains now selling cloathes in de 
lanes now — 
To hinjer my Dinah I vondcrs who'd dare. 
O Dinah, dear Dinah, de pride of Rag Fair. 

Oh, vhen I goes out, love, my puisness about, 
love. 
As at night I returns, the gals vould me 
ensnare — 
But I vill endeavour to pleash von so clever 
As Dinah, dear Dinah, de pride of de fair. 
At night, vhen I meets her, to playhouse I 
treats her — 
O Dinah, dear Dinah, de pride of Rag Fair! 
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THE OLD FARM HOUSE. 

Music — at Ransfords*. 
'Tis a pleasant spot that old farm house 

That stands on the lone way- side, 
Where the sweet woodbine and the eglantine, 

The rents in its old wall hide. 
And the porch it seems as though 'twould greet 

Each wanderer for its guest, 
And lead him where there is hearty cheer, 

And a home of tranquil rest. 

How joyous once was that old farm house, 

In times that have pass*d away, 
When the yeomen took, in the ingle nook. 

Their place at the close of day. 
And still doth the merry husbamimen 

The mirthful hours beguile; 
And many a tale, as there they regale, 

Is told of that ancient pile! 



THE MINUTE GUN AT SEA. 
Music — at Cramer & Co's. 
When in the storm on Albion's coast, 
The night-watch guards his dreary post. 

From thoughts of danger free; 
He marks some vessel's dusky form. 
And hears, amid the howling storm. 
The minute gun at sea. 

Swift on the shore, a hardy few, 
The life-boat man, with a gallant crew, 
They dare the dangerous wave : 



by Google 



252 POPULAB SONGS. 

Through the wild surf they cleave their way, 
Lost in the foam, know no dismay. 
For they go the crew to save. 

But, Oh, what rapture fills each breast 
Of the hopeless crew of the ship distress'd! 
Then, landed safe, what joys to tell 
Of all the dangers that befel: 

Then is heard no more 

By the watch on shore 

Ilie minute gun at sea. 



MERRILY PASS THE GLASS AROUND. 
Mebrilt pass the glass around. 

We'll spend a night of glee; 
Let wit and mirth abound, aboun \ 
For jolly good fellows are we. 



MARCH TO THE BATTLE-FIELD. 
MuBio— atT. WmUtm'8. 
March to the battle field. 

The foe is now before us; 
Each heart is freedom's shield. 

And heaven is shining o*er us. 
The woes and pains, the galling chains. 

That kept our spirit under, 
In proud disdain, we've broke again, 

And tore each link asunder. 
March to the battle-field. 

The foe is now before us ; 
Each heart is freedom's shield, 

And heaven is shining o'er us. 
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Who for his country brave 

Would fly firom her iDvader? 
Who, bis base life to save, 

Would, tndtor-like, degrade her? 
Our hallow'd cause, our home and laws, 

'Gainst tyrant power sustaining; 
We'll gain a crown of bright renown, 

()r cue our rights maintaining! 
March to the battle-field. 

The foe is now before us; 
Each heart is freedom's shield, 

And heaven is smiling o'er us. 



THE SUN THAT LIGHTS THE ROSES. 
Music— at Metzler's. 
Though dimpled cheeks may give the light 

Where rival beauties blossom ; 
Though balmy lips to love invite, 

To extacy the bosom: 
Yet sweeter far yon summer sky. 

Whose blushing tint discloses — 
Give me the lustre-beaming eye, 

The sun that lights the roses. 

The voice of love is soft and clear, 

Exciting fond emotion; 
How sweet it sounds upon the ear, 

Like music on the ocean. 
Tet dearer far to lover's sight 

The eye that truth discloses: 
Surpassing with its splendour bright 

Ttkjd son that lights the roses. 
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THE POACHER. 
Music— at T. WOliams's. 
When I was bound a'prentice 

In famous Somersetshire, 
I sarved my master truly 

For almost seven long year; 
Till I took up to poaching, 

As you shall quickly hear. 
Oh, it*s my delight on a shiny night» 

III the season of the year. 

As me and my comarade 

Were setting o* a snare. 
The gamekeeper was watching us — 

For him we did not care: 
For we can wrestle, fight, my boys. 

Jump over anywhere. 

For it's my delight, &c. 

As me and iq^ comarade 
Were setting four or five. 

And taking of um up again, 
We catch*d a hare alive; 

We throw'd her 6'er our shoulders. 
And through the woods did steer. 
Oh, it's my delight, &c 

We popp'd her in a bag, my boys, 

And march'd away for town ; 

^ But coming to a neighbouring inn, 

We sold her for a crown — 

We sold her for a crown, my boys, 

But I did not tell ye where— 

No— It's my deltgl^t^ &c 
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Then, here's success to poaching, 

For I do thihk it fair; 
Bad luck to every game-keeper 

That will not sefl his deer: 
Good luck to every gentleman 

What wants to buy a hare. 

Por it's my delight. 



OLD ENGLAND SHALL WEATHER 
THE STORM, 
music — at Metzler's 
Old England, thy stamina never has yielded 
To the ills that nave menaced abroad and at 
home; 
And while all your energies nobly are wielded. 
Triumphant you still shall support freedom's 
dome. 
Distress for a moment may dim your bright 
glory; 
But tiie clouds shall pass over, no cares shall 
deform — 
Thy council and people shall tell the proud 
story. 
Old England for ever shall weather the storm. 

Thy force, single-handed, has long been victo- 
rious. 

The fnend of the suffering, the pride of the 
brave; 

Thy struggles, privations, have ever been glo- 
rious, 
The birth-place of liberty, home of the slave! 
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Yes, yes, there's a spirit within thee p - ^ 
claiming. 
No blast of misfortune thy strength can dis- 
arm — 
Like thine own native oak, the rude tempest 
disdaining, 
Old England for ever shall weather the 
storm! 






THE STREAMLET. 

Music— at Leoni Lee's. 

The streamlet that flow'd round her cot 
All the charms of my Emily knew; 

How oft has its course been forgot. 
While it paused her dear image to view. 

Believe me, the fond silver tide. 

Knew from whence it derived its fair prizei 
For, silently swelling with pride. 

It reflected her back to the skies. 



YOUR HEALTH, OLD FRIEND. 

Music — at Allcroft's. 

Your health, old friend! Fve thonght of thee 

When seas roll*d wide between us, 
And there amidst the wild waves' waste 

Young memory's spot was greenest. 
There I could see our viUage home, 

And feel the bond that bound us; 
I there could see the rustic maids. 

With their beauteous eyes around iw. ' * • 
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But let it be on desert sand. 

Or sailing *neath the star; 
I'll ever think of thee, old friend, 

A thousand miles afar. 

Tour health, old friend! I've thought of thee, 

And young days gone and faded; 
With me thou hast been on the sea, 

When night her lamp hath shaded; 
And we have spoke of by-gone joys, 

Of happy times pass*d over, 
When here upon the village green 

We join'd the friend and lover. 

But let it be, &e. 

Your health, old Mend! IVe thought of thee, 

Of home and all its beauties; 
And fancy saw the old green tree, 

Amidst the seaman's duties. 
And we have heard the jolly laugh, 

Which o'er the wine-cup found us; 
Old smiling friends could see beside. 

And bless the link that bound us. 

But let it be, &c. 



THE CRICKET-MATCH. 
Music — at Jeflfery and Nelson's. 
If you will but attentive be, 
And pitch your stumps just down by me 
No long- stop in my song you'll see, 
Though His of a match at cricket. 
Jack Lillywhite, and Dobbs, and Hall 
(Thougk neither loved hsrd work at aU), 
s 
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A meeting did together call. 
To form a club for bat or bi^ : 
We met, 'twas at the " Learned Pig," 
With great designs each heart was big. 
All England to a barber's wig — 
We'd beat the world at cricket. 

CHORUS. 

Cricket, wicket, you'll nick it, I know. 
Bats and balls were all the go; 
But, by Hobbs, and Dobbs, and Stubbs and Ck)., 
I'll play no more at cricket 

We did the thing in style, byjukes, 
For only think of Lords and Dukes, 
All proud to serve Hobbs, Dobbs, or Snooks, 

With bats and balls for cricket; 
In flannel vests all bound with blue, 
Straw hats, and bows of crimson hue, 
And what-d*-ye-call-ems white as snow. 
We took the ^ound like dons, I know. 
I felt a pride in self and pals. 
And, as we knocked about the balls, 
I only pity them poor gals 

Who lost their hearts at cricket I 

Cricket, wicket, &c 

Fat Hood, as round as any ball, 
• Declared he could not field at all. 
But as we play'd, the score he'd call, 

And cut his stick at cricket: 
Tim Dickens took bis innings soon, 
And swore, like a conceited loon, 
He'd pluck'd bright honour from the moon, 
And send the ball to fetch it down: 
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But, ah ! alone his b<U had wingt. 
Far firom his hands it upward springs, 
The ball knocks off them little things 
What stands aH;op o' the wicket! 

Cricket, wicket, &c 

We still kept on like joyous elves. 
And so much had improved ourselves 
That, grown quite bold, youn? Billy DelVes 

Knocked up a match at cricket; 
We challenged east, we challenged ^esC, 
All England, too, at once addressed, 
Determined now to do our best. 
And put our science to the test: 
The Sunday Times, and broad Dispatch^ 
Soon help'd us to a merry match, 

nd never was their sucn a batch 

To play the game at cricket. 

Cricket^ wicket, &c 

The fatal mom brought ten o'clock, 
Delves strutted like a bantam cock. 
And thousands to the p^ound did flock 

To see us play at onoket; 
We went in first, the odds were even. 
And, by great luck, our bold eleven 
Scored six, an'd one bye made us seven, 
Which quite delighted lanky Stephen: 
At lengtn the great guns 'gan to fire, 
Pick'd men from every famous shire, 
We very soon began to tire, 

And curse the match at cricket. 

Cricket, wit^et, &c. 
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The bantam first, with eager throws, 
To catch the ball most noblj goes, 
But catches only a bloody nose, 

Which cut his comb at cricket; 
Then Snodgrass, anxious for the prize, 
Beheld the ball ascend the skies; 
Whith open hands, to catch it, flies, 
But caught it with his nose and eyes; 
He dropp*d like a soldier from a shot, 
Then jumping up with passion hot, 
He cried, "That\ all the good I got ^ 

By playing a match at cricket." 

Cricket, wicket, &cv 

But why relate each sad mishap, 

We eot so many an ugly rap, 

Chir bones were sore, our hands like pap. 

Through playing a match at cricket; 
But worse than all remains behind, 
Them very girls who look'd so kind, 
Seem'd all at once to change their inind. 
And to our rivals now incUned: 
My song with moral, too, is rife— 
Before you enter fields of strife. 
Don't nsk your sweetheart or your wife 

Upon a match at cricket! 

Cricket, wicket, &o.- 



OLD WINTER. 

Old winter has his clarion blown. 
O'er field and leafless wood. 

And with a silver mantle strown 
The forest and the flood. 
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GLORIOUS APOLLO. 
Music— at Chappeirs 

Glorious Apollo from on high beheld us, 
Wandering to find a temple for his praise. 

Sent Polyhymnia hither to shield us, 

While we ourselves such a structure might 
raise; 

Thus then combining, hands and hearts joining. 
Sing we in harmony Apollo's praise. 

Here every generous sentiment awaking, 
Music inspiring unity and joy — 



Each social pleasure giving and partakinc;. 
Glee and good humour our hours employ; 

Thus then combining, hands and hearts joining. 
Long may continue our unity and joy. 



THE mCHCAPE BELL. 

Music — at Mori & Lavenu's. 
The storm-cloud had pass'd, and the winds 
had sung. 

On the ear scarce a murmur fell. 
Save the warning tone from the iro n tcu£ue 

Of the lonely Inchcape bell. 
The rock where it stands in the deep doth lie. 

And round it the sea-birds lave; 
But the bell still warns, though no hand be nigh. 

For 'tis rung^ by the passing wave. 
When mists arise o'er this treacherous ground, 

And the shoals their victims crave, 
'Tis then the mariner blesses the sound 

That saves him a watery grave. 
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But, hark! the madd'ning storm bursts forth, 

The wares to mountains swell — 
Tet still is heard amid the wrath 

The faithful warning belL 
As the waters da^ . 
'Mid the thunder's crash, 

You hear that faithful bell! 
Again are the waters lull'd to rest — 

AU is hush*d where the sea-birds dwell, 
No sound is heard o'er the billowy broast^ 

Save the lonely Inchcape bell — 

The mournful, desolate bell! 



THERE'S NO DECEIT IN WINE. 
Music— at Lonsdale's. 

The mighty conqu'ror of hearts 

His power I here deny; 
With all his flames, his fires and darts, 

I champion-like defy, 
m oflTer all my sacrifice, 

Henceforth at Bacchus' shrine. 
The merry god ne'er tells us lies. 

There's no deceit In -wine. 



REST, WARRIOR, REST. 

Music — at Falknear's. 

He comes from the wars, from the red fidd of 

fight; 
He comes through the storm and the darkness 

of night: 
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'Ser redt and for refuge now fain to implore, 
The warrior bends low at the cottager's door. 
Pale, pale b his cheek, there's a gash on his 

brow. 
His locks o'er his shoulders distractedly flow; 
And the fire of his heart shoots by fits frcon 

his eye, 
Like a languishing lamp that just flashes to die. 
Rest, warrior, rest. 

Sunk in silence and sleep, on the cottager's bed. 

Oblivion shall visit the war-weary head : 

Perchance he may dream, but the vision shall 
tell 

Of his lady-love's bower, and her latest fare- 
well: 

Illusion and love chase the battle's alarms; 

He shall dream that his mistress lies locked in 
his arms; 

He sh^U feel on his lips the sweet warmth of 
her kiss — 

Ah, warrior, wake not, such slumber is bli 
Rest, warrior, rest 



THE HEART THAT CAN FEEL FOR 

ANOTHER. 

Musio— at Wybrow*8. 

Jack Steadfast and I were both messmates 

at sea. 

And plough 'd half the world o'er together; 

And many hot battles encountered have we. 

Strange climates, and all kinds of weather. 
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But seamen, you know, are inured to iMifd 
gales — 

Determined to stand by each other; 
And the boast of a tar, wheresoever he goes, 

Is the heart that can feel for another. 

When often suspended 'twixt water and sky. 

And death yawn'd on all sides around us. 
Jack Steadfast and I scom'd to murmur or s^l. 

For danger could never confound us. 
Smooth seas and rough billows to us were the 
same, 

Convinced we must brave one and t'other; 
And like jolly sailors in life's chequer'd game, 

Give the heart that can feel for another. 

Thus smiling at peril, at sea or on shore. 
We box the old compass right cheerly ; 
Toss the can, boys, about, and a word or tw© 
more — 
Yes, drink to the girls we love dearly! 
For sailors, pray mind me, though strange kind 
of fish. 
Love the girls just as dear as their mother; 
And, what's more, they love (what I hope you 
all wish) — 
'Tis the heart that can feel for another! 



TEA IN THE ARBOUR. 
Music— at B. William's. 

What pleasure folks feel, when they live out 
of town, 
' ^ the culture of turnips and flowers. 
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Aa4 getting a friend now and then to come 

down, 

To Icok at their walks and their bowers. 

And such is the taste of some dear Mends of 

mine. 

Mister, Mistress, and Miss Mary Barber; 

Who will oft have me come to their villa to dine, 

And then to take tea in the arbour; 
Where there are sweet lillies and daffy-down- 
dillies — 
Perfumes like the shop of a barber. 
And roses and posies, to scent up their noses — 
Then come and take tea in the arbour. 

As oft as I can I decline their invite— 

For of rural delights I'm no lover; 
Of insects and reptiles I can't bear ike sight — 

Oh, they e'er make me shudder all over! 
However, last Monday I went there to dine: 

"I am glad you are come," said Miss Barber; 
**I know you will like it, the weather's so fine, 

find we all will take tea in the arbour." 
Sweet lillies, &o. 

Of little green flies on my dress came a host. 

And a bee put me all in a flutter; 
A great daddy-long-legs stuck fast on my 
toast. 

And left one of his limbs in the butter. 
On the sugar, six blue-bottles sat hob-a-nob; 

And while I discoursed with old Barber, 
From above a black spider swung bibbity bob 

In my chops, as I set in the arbour. 

Sweet lillies, &c. 
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I bad on thin shoes, and the gravel was cUUMp; 

The thought of it made me quite nervous : 
From a cold, or a fit of the gout, or the cramp, 

I said to myself, Lud preserve us ! 
And when we went there, a great fi*og made 
me jump, 
Which was excellent fim to Miss Barber; 
Then there was a long caterpiller fell plump 
In my first cup of tea in the arbour. 

Sweet lillies, &c. 

In the fields at our back, boys were shooting 
at orows; 
And a shot coming through, I was wounded: 
To expostulate with them, of course I arose. 

And I climbed up the palings that bounded — 
When behold, my nankeens were bedaubed and 
cross-bar'd: 
**Oh! I ought to be flogg'd,"^aid old Barber: 
"I neglected to tell you the palings were 
tarr'd. 
When I ask*d you to tea in the arbour.** 
Sweet lillies, &c. 

Then, I happened to tread where a man-trap 
was set. 

Which, snapping, my leg held fast in. Sirs; 
And ere I got out, it came on heavy wet, 

And soon I was soak*d to the skin. Sirs. 
In rather bad temper, I homewards did jog; 

And next morning I wrote to Miss Barfcr, 
That squash'd in my pocket I found the great 
frog 

^Vhich had frighten'd me first in the arbour 
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''And though there be lillies and dafiy-down- 
dillies," 

Said I, in my note to Miss Barber, 
**And roses perfbming, excuse me from coming 

Again to tahe <tea in the arbour/' 



HERE'S A HEALTH TO THEE, 
TOM MOOHE. 
Music — at Wybrow's. 
Mt boat is on the shore. 

And my barque is on the sea; 
But ere I go, Tom Moore, 

Here's a doable health to thee! 

Here's a sigh for those I love. 
And a smile for those I hate; 

And, whatever sky's above. 
Here's a heart for any fate. 

► Though the ocean roars around me. 
It still sihall bear me on ; 
Though a desert should surround me. 
It hath Sjnings that may be won . 

Were it the last drop in the well. 

As I gasp'd on the brink. 
Ere my fainting spirits fell, 

*Tis to thee that I would drink! 

In that water, as this wine. 
The libation I would pour 

Should be "• Peace to thee and thine. 
And a*healtih to thee, Tom 
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HARK! THE LAKK. 
Muric— at Metsler's. 
Hark! the lark at heayen's gate sin^s. 

And Phcebus 'gins to rise, 
His steeds to water at those springs, 

On chaliced flowers that lies. 
And winking mary-buds begin 

To ope their golden eyes: 
With everything that^s pretty bin. 

My lady sweet, arise ! 

I THE DANCE UPON THE LAWN. 
I Music— at Hansford's. 

j I SING the days, the merry days — 
j To English hearts most dear — 
I When good old English customs nded, 
I And roign'd though out the year : 
/ When merry lads and lasses met, 
» And daily toil was o'er. 

And grey-haired fathers watch*d their mirth 

Beside the cottage door. 
Oh, there was joy in Briton's isle. 

And peace from night till mom — 
When our sturdy peasants' pastime was 
The duice upon the lawn! 

Oh, those were days, were happy days 

For England's peasant band. 
When pipe and tabor's merry sounds 

Were heard thoughout the land I 
When May-pole deck'd with ribbons gay 

Stood forth in village green; 
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And harmless mirth and jollity , * 

Beneath its boughs were seen. , 

We join'd the happy cotter's throngs 
N^r lad nor lass would scorn, 

To tiip a measure gaily in 
The dance upon the lawn. 

But though the days, those merry days 

Long since have passed away — 
There still is plenty in the land. 

Then, wherefore not be gay? 
If summer's glorious sunshine will 

The firuits and flowers restore, 
I know not he who would not be 

As bappy as of yore. 
Then, care away, we'll still be gay. 

We'll laugh our foes to scorn; 
And once again well sport it in 

The dmoe upon the lawh. 

HE WAS PAMED. 
Mu8ic— at Jeffery & Co.'s. 
He was famed for deeds of arms; 
She a maid of envied charms; 
Now to him her love imparts; 
One pure flame pervades both hearts. 
Honour calls me to the fleld. 
Love to conquest now must yield; — 
Sweet maid, he cries, again Til come to thee, 
When the glad trumpet sounds a victory* 

Battle now with hiiy glows, 
Hostde blood in torrents flows; 
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His duty tells him to depart, 
She press'd her hero to her heart: 
And now the trumpet sounds to arms^ 
Amid the clash of rude alarms. 

Sweet maid, &c. 

He with loye and conquest bums. 

Both subdue his mind bj turns; 

Death the soldier now enthnds— 

With his wounds the hero falls! 

She, disdaining war's aUurms, 

Rush'd, and caii^ht him in her arms. 

Oh, death, be cries, thouVt wdoome now to mc. 

For, hark, the trumpet sounds a victoryl 

TOM. MOODY. 

Music— at D'AlioaiiM and Co.'s. 

rou all knew Tom Moody, the whij^r-in, 

well; 
The bell just done tolling was honest Tom's 

knell; 
A more able sportsman ne'er followed a hound 
Through a country well known to him fifty 

miles round. 
No hound ever open'd, with Tom near the 

wood, 
But he challenged the tone, and could tell if 
'twere good. 
. And all with attention would eagerly mark. 
When he cheer'd up the pacl^ " Hark ! to 
Rockwood, hark! hark! 
High! — wind him! and cross him! 

Now, Rattler, boy,— Hark!" 
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Six crafty earth-stoppers, in hunter's green 

drest. 
Supported poor Tom to * an earth ' made for 

rest; 
His horse, which he styVd his. * Old Soul,' next 

appear'd 
On whose forehead the brush of his last fox 

was rear'd; 
Whip, cap, boots, and spurs, in a trophy were 

bound. 
And here and there followed an M straggling 

hound. 
Ah, no more at his yoice yonder vale* wUl 

they trace! 
Nor the welkin resound his first burst in the 

chase! 

With high over — Now press him! 

Tally ho!— Tally ho! 

Thus Tom spoke his friends, ere he gave up 

his hi^th: 
" Since I see you're resolyed to be in at the 

death. 
One favour bestow — 'tis the last I shall crave — 
Give a rattling view-halloo thrice over my 
ave: 



And unless at that warning I lift up my head, 
My boys, you may furly conclude that Tm 

dead!" 
Honest Tom was obeyed, and the shout rent 

the sk^. 
For ev*ry voice join'd in the tally-ho cry. 
" Taity-ho! Hark forward! 
TaUy-ho! Tally-ho!" 
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THE AERIAL STEAM PARTY. 
Music— at B. William's. 

As Aerostation's all the rage 
Among the simple and the sage, 
1*11 sing you just one little page, 

'Bout our steam aerial party. 
We took our places just at four, 
Of eatables we had a store; 
And all agog we were to soar, 
And see what we'd ne'er seen before: 
Then off we flew, and through the air 
We took a speed no steamer dare; 
Whilst all the folks below did stare 

At our steam aerial party. 

Our wonderment did soon begin: 
The monument look'd like a pin. 
The great St. Paul's (I mean no sin) 

Look'd like a schoolboy's top. Sirs. 
But all at once, it grew so black. 
Of clouds, Fm sure, we had no lack; 
'Twas just like being in a sack, 
For one we had at every back. 
We then began our trip to rue — 
E'en Mister Hanson look'd quite blue; 
For we were all soak*d through and through. 

And up to the knees in slop, Sir. 

As aerostation, &c. 

Now, when the clouds began to clear, 
We'd not a shadow left for fear; 
And thought it best at once to steer 
Toward the starry region. 
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We*d all our glasses out to spy; 
But ere we well could say good bye, 
A kite came darting through the sky. 
And took away our pigeon-pie — 
Oh, had we had a pigeon left, 
To send dispatches of the theft: 
But now our only prospect left 
Was dying from starvation. 

As aerostation, &c. 

The dreary night came on apace. 

And moonstruck madness then took place; 

Our high dears ('twas a piteous case) 

Knew nought of consolation. 
Our stars that night, they did not shine. 
Although we thought them quite divine; 
How ill-starr'd was their fate and mine. 
That we were taken there to pine! 
The comet then was coming by. 
And stuck his tail in Dobson's eye; 
Which made him heave a fiery sigh. 

Without his approbation. 

As aerostation, &c. 

Now sad and piteous was our plight: 

Boreas howl'd, with all his miffht; 
Earth, moon, and stars were out of sight; 

And all was dark around, sirs. 
At length, with gladness came the mom; 
And we began home to return. 
To teach dull folks what they might learn. 
If they had senses to discern. 
But ere we yet the ground could reach, 

T 
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We fell into the deepest ditch: 
Miss Nibbs looked like a water witcfi. 
And all were nearly drown'd, sirs. 

As aerostation, &e. 

We all got out, with each our woes. 
With broken limbs, and soaking cloathes; 
Whilst all we met cried out, "There goes 

A steam aerial party." 
Oh, had you seen our mournful train. 
Come through plough'd fields and pelting rain 
You'd think of nothing else again. 
And all your limbs would ache amain. 
To finish, we took chaise and four, 
Nor stopp'd till we had reach'd the door; 
Besolved that we would go no more 

As a steam aerial party. 

As aerostation, &c. 

OLD TOWLER. 

Music— at Walker's. 

Bright Chanticleer proclaims the dawn. 

And spaneles deck the thorn; 
The lowmg herds now quit the lawn. 

The la:rk springs from the com. 
Dogs, huntsmen round the window thropg; 

Fleet Tyler leads the cry: 
Arise the ourthen of the song — 
This day a stag must die. 
With a hey no, chirey ! 

Hark forward, tantivy! ^ ' 

Arise the burthen of the song — 
This day a stag must diet 
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The cordial takes its merry round, 

Tb» laugh and joke prevail; 
The huntsman blows a jovial sound, 

The dogs snuff up the gale. 
The upland winds, thev sweep aloud, 

O'er fields, through brakes thej flj; 
The game is roused — too true the song. 

This day a stag must die I 

With a hey ho, &c. 

Poor stag, the dogs thy haunches gore. 

The tears run down thy face; 
The huntsman's pleasure is no more— 

His joys were m the chace. 
Alike, the sportsmen of the town. 

The virgin game in view. 
Are full content to run them down — 

Then they in vain pursue. 

With a hey ho, &c. 



MAY WE NE'ER WANT A FBIEND, 
NOR A BOTTLE TO GIVE HIM. 

Miuio— at Wybrow's. 

Since the 0rst dawn of reason first dawn'd on 
my mind, 
And taught me how favour'd by fortune my 
lot. 
To share that good fortune I still was inclined, 
And impart to who wanted what I wanted not 
'Tifl a maxim entitled to every one's praise. 
When a man feels distress, like a man to re« 
lieve him; 
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And my motto, though siiiple, meftns more 
than it says— 
'*May we ne'er want a friend, nor a bottle 
to give him!** 

The heart by deceit or ingratitude rent, 
Or by poverty bowed (thongb of evils the 
least) 
The smiles of a friend may invite to content. 
And we all know content is an exoelient feast. 
'Tis a maxim, &e. 



I LOVE THE STJREAM. 
Musie-^kt Haek'8. 
I LOVE the stream, my native stream, 

By which so oft Fve stray'd; 
Where childhood's pure and fairy dream 

Too soon began to fade. 
Through other lands fair rivers flow. 

As nobly and as free: 
Beyond them all, where'er I go, 
My native stream for m^l 

Through other, &c. 

Ah, by the side of that sweet stream. 

In mncy yet I stray: 
'Twas there love's first delicious dream 

Bore my young soul away. 
And though that dream of ught is o'er. 

That stream no more I see, 
Though by its side I rove no more, 

My native stream for me! 

Though by its side, &c. 
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VICTORIA r OB, GOD PRESERVE THE 
QUEEN. 

WRITTEN AND COMPOSED BT C 8LOMAN. 

Miiaio — at Wybrow's. 

A SOUND of masie fiOs the air, is heard the 

shouts of ^ov; 
Each bosom is with bliss replete — a bliss with- 
out alloy; 
The gorgeous hall is decked with care a mo- 
narch to receive. 
And ev*ry loyal bounding heart with ecstacy 

doth heave; 
The cry his heard, she comes ! she comes ! — the 

Glory of the land! 
Attended by a people's love, a blest, a ha; py 

band, 
Who shout — Long live Victoria, to grace t o 

British scene! 
May heaven shower blessings on our young an 1 

virtuous Queen! 

In all her native dignity, her head around she 

bows; — 
Is't not a sight the lion-heart of England to 

arouse? 
And when her name, with blessings bent, the 

youthM monarch hears, 
Adown her young and tender cheek are seen to 

steal the tears; 
But as the dew upon th% flowV beneath the orb 

of day 
Evanisheth, so fleet the tears beneath her eyes' 

mild ray; 
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. ' ' . I* ' . 

Again the mild benigaant snuW upon' her 

cheek is seen, 
As she listens to the people's shout — ^May Crod 
preserve the Queen! 

But who is this amidst the train, in vmrrior 

garb array 'd} 
Who bears him as a soldier should who ne'er 

his trust betrayed? 
With stately port he gazes round upon th' 

admiring crowd, 
And as their plaudits climb the skies, his head 

to all is bow'd; 
'Tis he on India's arid plains' did well his duty 

do I 
The hero of a hundred fights, who w<m at 

Waterloo ! 
He comes with martial presence to add grace 

unto the scene ; 
And joins the people in the shout, — May €M 

preserve the Queen ! 

And now they've reached the festal hall — Oh, 

moment of delight ! 
For one of race too long despised, the Queen 

hath made a Knight ! 
And to receive the honour he hath bent the 

humble knee, 
He knelt with shackles round him, but the 

Queen hath made him free ! 
For this one good and noble deed her* name 

shall be revered, -, 

And unto ev'ry subject's heart her fame sh&libe 

endeared x 
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Ob, may she long on British throne grace 

happilj the scene, 
And evVy loyal voice proclaim — May God 

pfeserre the Qaeen ! 



rO, HERE THE GENTLE LARK. 

Mnsio— At D'Almaine uid Co.'s. 
Lo! here the gentle lark, weary of rest. 
From his moist cabinet mounts on high, ^ 
And wakes the morning, from whose silver 

breast 
The sun ariseth in true majesty. 

OH, THE CHANCES & THE CHANGES! 

Music— at Jeffery and Nelson's. 
**0h, the chances and the changes — the min- 
gled joy and woe 
T!hat come to mind if we look back but ten 

short years ago!" 
Thus I heard an old man saying, his locks were 

white as snow, 
And more than seven times ten years were 

written on his brow: 
•* But ten short years ago,*' he sigh*d, " love 

had not left my heart. 
Nor then had Time, with stem command, bid 

manhood's strength depart 
What am I now? — a child in pow*r, and, like 

a child, my tears 
Eall fast for what IVe loved and lost in ten fast 

fading years. 
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'* But when I look back twenty year?, how 

many hearts are cold 
Whose love I fondly thought would be still 

mine as I g^ew old: 
The glowing youth — the manly heart, the 

tender wife are gone, 
The tree is of its branches bared, aaid ttill the 

trunk lives on. 
But thrice ten years recur to me when, full in 

manhood's prime, 
I felt not, thought not, dreamt not of the 

blighting pow'r of time; 
When day by day, with anxious mind, I added 

to my store, 
That those I loved might share my wealth 

'i^hen I should be no more. 

"And ever-busy memory records, in words 

of truth. 
The glowing hopes, and thoughtless deeds of 

joyous-hearted youth : 
For sometimes will remembrance speak of 

threescore years ago, 
When childhood thought that manhood's dawn 

would end each trivial woe. 
I hear again my father's words — my mother's 

smile I see, 
And bless them, through the vale of years, for 

all their love to me: 
As they are I must be ere long — my days are 

on the wane. 
But if my hope be bright as theirs, I have not 

liv'd in vain." 
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THE DAYS WHEN I WAS COURTED. 

Music— at B. Williams'. 
Oh, the days when I was courted, some fifty 

years ago, 
The men they were as different as fire is from 

mow! 
It was not then a sacrifice to say a word or two; 
They always yidded us the point for those 
pretty words, "Oh, do I" 

In the days, &c. 

Oh, then the men could love the girls in 

earnest — not in fun; 
But now they think of nought but self, their 

horse, their dog, or gun ; 
Their coat, their club, and a streaming head r^f 

hair; 
Of g^ambling debts, and all those things men 

call ^^petites affaires" 

Oh, the days, &c. 

Oh, then a man would wed a girl, for better or 

for worse; 
But now he only marries for the money in her 

purse: 
Ugly or old, it matters not, so she his pockets 

fill— 
GoM only mukes men tolerate the matrimonial 

pill. Oh, the days, &c. 

Then, if an invite we have sent, to bid them to 

a rout. 
We ne'cf received the iashicmable "We never 

do go out:" 
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Bat always had a quick rep}f, in «.j«;«f|()r 

billet doux — 
"How ha^py I shall be to come, in the l^opO'Of 

seeing you I" 

Oh, the days, &a - 

Now, if an invite we may send, for party, ball, 
or rout, 

Down goes the note, with ** What a bore it is 
to be ask''d out: * 

I know shA only wishes to catch me for her 
beau — 

Tre been so much of late the ton, I really can- 
not go." 

Oh, the days, &e 

Oh, the days when I was courted, some filly 

years ago I 
It was not then as it is now — each lasa she had 

her beau; 
The ladies then were importuned, as, with a 

tender glance, 
And gentle pressure of the hand, they led them 

forth to dance. 

Oh, the days, &c 

Now, if a ball they enter, at the door they take 
their stand, " 

And think how many there will a^h for the 
honour of their hand; 

And if the faces do not please their rode^ un- 
flinching glance. 

They turn to coxcombs like themselves with 
" We really cannot dance." 

Oh, the 49^ Sec 
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Ultfii (eQ ihe girls, thejr look best bj eandle or 
fireli^ts; 

Bat they may tell them for their pains, men 
always look great frights; 

For, in spite of pencil'd eyebrows, stays, per- 
fume, and washing-ball, 

Men never look even passable, in any light 
Ht alL 

Oh, the days, &c. 

What think yon of the compound of puppy, 

bear, and ape? — 
Men are so metamorphosed, they're scarce in 

human shape. 
That, when I hear they're dead, I hope it is no 

sin 
To say, that now they've quit the world, they're 

better out than in. 

Oh, the days, &o. 

THE LAND WE LIVE IN. 
Music— at T. WiUUm's 
The sparkling liquor fills the glass 

And briskly round the board it goes; 
The toast, of course, our favourite lass. 

Well drink confusion to our foes. 
Then each in turn, the catch, the glee. 

The song, the toast, is given; 
And ever as it comes to me, 

I give "The land we live in." 
Then, let us all throughout agree. 
With a loud huzza, and three times three — 

Hiizsa!— I give ** The land we live in I" 
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The captaiii always gives "The Queen," 

His bosom bums with lopral flame; 
And as the decks with praises teem. 

Of valiant Smith and Nelson's fame — 
•* God bless the royal family," 

This toast in turn is given; 
And ever as it comes to me, 

I give " The land we live in !" 

Then, let us all, &c. 

Some folks may envy foreign paf ts, 

And wish to gain a foreign shore: 
Why, let them go, with all our hearts. 

We shall be plagued with them no more. 
Then, while on shore, let's all agree — 

The song, the toast is given; 
And ever as it comes to me, 

I give " The land we live in!" 

Then, lot us all, 8cc, 



REST, WEARY STRANGER. 

MuBlo-«t B. Williams*. 

Rbst, weary stranger. 
Far, far hast thou journeyed on; 

'Tis a night of danger. 
Then rest and cheer Uiy heart till mom. 
Few now await thee. 
Few thou'st loved may greet thee* 

Rest, rest thee, stranger. 
And tell of bright days gone. 

Rest, rest thee, stranger, 
And tell of bright days gone. 
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'Neath my thatch'd roof lowly, 
Whilst the storm is raging wild, 

ni hear thy blessings holy, 
And joy as when my mther smiled. 
Now thou'rt near me, 
Methinks his voice doth cheer me: 

Best, gentle stranger, 
And think that I'm Uiy child. 

Best, gentle stranger, 
And think that I*m thy child. 

MAID OF ATHENS. 

Music— at D'Almaine and Co.'s. 
Maid of Athens, ere we part, 
Give, Oh give, me back my heart; 
Or, since that has left my breast, 
Keep it now, and take the rest: 
Hear my vow, before I go — 
My love, my life, I love thee I 

By those tresses unconfined. 
Wooed by each Mgetm wind; 
B^ those lids, whose jetty fringe 
Kiss thy soft cheek's blooming tinge; 
By those wild eyes, like the roe — 
My dearest life, I love thee I 

By that lip I lon^ to taste; 
By that zone-enoircled waist; 
By all the token-flowers that tell 
What words can never speak so well; 
By love's alternate joy and woe — 
I vow, dear girl, I love thee I 
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Maid of Athens, I am gone? 
Think of me, sweet, when alone: 
Though I fly to Islambol, 
Athens holds my heart and soul: 
Can I cease to lore thee? — "So: 
My dearest life, I love thee! 

LIGHTLY TREAD. 

Lightly tread, 'tis hallow'd ground, 
Hark— above, below, around. 
Fairy bands their vigils keep, 
Whilst frail mortals sink to sleep! 
And the moon, with feeble rays 
Gilds the brook that bubbling plays, 
As in murmurs soft it flotirs. 
Music meet for lovers* woes. 



A SEAMAN'S LIFE. 
Written expresdy for this Work by J. Ljabrm. 
A seaman's life's the life'I love, 

And one TU live and die; 
With the sea below, and the sk^ above, 

And the billows mountains high. 
I love to hear the breakers' dash, 

And the wild wind roar around. 
The thunder roll, and the lightning fia^h, 

And the sea-bird's welcome sound. 
Then, hurrah for the deep, the bnny deep! 

The boundless, glorious seal 
In calm or qualm, in every stonn» ' ' 

A seaman's life for me. , j 
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Some boast of the grand, the distant land, 

And the joys of a peaceful home: 
I envy not their chosen lot — 

Oh, give me the crested foam. 
The gondolier in his bark may steer 

O'er the rippling moon-lit wave: 
I laagh at his joys— here's a toast, my boys, 

"May the sea be our welcomed gravel 
Then, hurrah, &c. 



THE WILD FORGET-ME-NOT. 

Music— at Hack's. 
With the morn's first light I arose, 
For love can ne'er repose. 
And wander'd to gather a rose. 

As a promise of faith for you: 
But the sun was in proud disdain, 
At a cheerless night of rain; 
And the folded flowers in vain 

His bright face strove to view: 
As sadly I look'd around, 

In a dull, secluded spot, 
These smiling flowers I found — 

The wild forget-me-not. 

Though dark clouds hung in the ta^ 
Those blossoms so sweet and fair 

Chcer'd the mom's despair, 
Lflte love's own emblem, true: 



The poppy asleep in the corn, 

The violet all forlorn, 

Bcom, 
)w*rs fo 
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With the rose, I left in scorn, 
For those eloquent flow'rs for you. 
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Then, gaxe on their leaves so fair: 

Whate'er may be my lot, 
Their name will be ever my prayer — 

Oh, forget me not! 

I NEVER SAID THAT I HAD IX)Y^T>. 
Muaio— «t Lawaon'*. 
I NETEB said that I had loved 

No other ^1 but thee; 
I ne'er denied that I had roved 

Far o'er the boundless sea. 
But, Mary, why these jealous Uionghts? 

Too oft youVe doubted me: 
I own, alas, too many faults. 

Yet I've been true to thee. 

Oh, never, Mary, let a thought 

'Gainst me possess your heart, 
Unless you are with malice fraHgbt, 

And wish with me to part 
But, dearest, hear my pUghted lov€, 

The while I bend the knoe— 
I fondly swear, by all above, 

I will be true to thee! 

THE BACHELORS HOUSE-WABMING 
PARTY, 
Mu8ic-~at Hacl^'3. 
'Tis true that a badiel(»r leads a snug life. 

Having aU things in apple-pie order; 
No noisy children, no scolding wife — 
For that on distraction must border! 
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If two or three gents, he should ask home to 
dine 
(Like himself, in the single-cause hearty). 
They're content with a chop, a few bottles of 
wine, 
And enjoy a real bachelor's party. 
No "puffy" papas, 
Or quick-sighted mammas. 
With their daughters all deck'd out so 
smartly; 
Making use of their eyes, 
To nibble a prize 
From the crowd at a bachelor's party. 

Now, just such a life for a short time I led, 
'Tiu somehow (but how I can't tell, sir). 
To take a large house I took in my head, 

And for it Fve paid pretty well, sir. 
Of my house all declared the appointments 
complete ; 
But to bring it all off wilh eclats see. 
To married and single I must give a treat — 
Just a bachelor's house-warming party. 
Where pufff papas. 
And quick-sighted mammas. 
With their daughters all deck'd out so 
smartly, 
Made good use of their eyes. 
To nibble a prize 
At my bachelor's house-warming party. 

We'd dancing at nine (which we kept up tilV 
six)^— 
The evening bade fair to be gay, sir; 
V 
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For the bachelors play'd off such rAQ»motklBey^^ 
tricks, 
And such pretty soft things bad -^ say, sir^ 
'Mong old maids, till that night I'd been qnite '' 
a pet, 
But when waltzing with dear Miss Macarthy, 
They could rery soon see my affecdoBS were set 
On "The Star" of my bachelor's party. 

Where puffy, &c. 

From that very night I may date viXi my cunea. 

It really seem'd pick'd out by fate, sir: 
One poor, "podgy'' gentleman tumbled down 
stairs. 
And broke about nine dozen plates, sir. 
The clock had struck one, all the gay, giddy 
pates 
Left their dancing, their whist, or 4earte, 
For a beautiful supper, without any plates. 
On the night of my bachelor's party. '•' 

Where puffy, &c. 

The trifles and ices had melted away, 

The jellies were running like oil, »ir; 
I look d rery grave, though I tried to hd ' 

For me wine tasted all on the boil, sir. ^ I 

From the heat of the room, ladies fiunted «ilt« 
right — 
Among them Miss Mary Maesufl^rt' 
When o'er her I threw the swe^cfiMUcNSv-* i*u my 
fright, w: ^ A "^ 

On the night of my bachelor^ pi^t^-'. 
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When the daoee was resumed, with the plump 
Ladj Pote, 
In the £rst set, J thoup^ht I would flirt, sir; 
When I stumbled, and right up the back split 
my coat, 
And tore from the body her skirt, sir. 
The coffee at five was as cold as a stone; 

But the mother of sweet Miss Macarthy 
Said, while my hand she press'd tight in her 
own. 
She'd " conduct at my very next party! " 
Now, the puffy papas. 
And quick-sighted mammas, 
With their daughters all deck'd out so 
smartly, 
Fatigued with the fun, 
Dropped off one by one. 
From my first and ta:ft bachelor's party. 

With the rich Widow Green, Captain Grey of 
the "Blues" 
Ban off, as Vve heard, the next day, sir; 
Above twenty more I could name, did I choose. 

Who've acted in much the same way, sir. 
'ISs certain thatnight lots of matches were made ; 

And as to Miss Mary Macarthy, 
Her cards her mamma had so very well play*d, 
TwM indeed my last bachelor's party! 
For long I'd not tarried, 
Before I was married. 
To the beaatiful Mar^r Macarthy: 
And my mother-in-law, 
With the greatest ecldt. 
Conducted my rer^ next party I 
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HOW SAD IT IS TO SAY FAREWELL. 

Music— at Bansford's. 
Fondest, dearest, fare thee well! 
The heart feels more than tongue may tell; 
The gUst'ning tear-drop in the eye 
Must say what trembling lips deny. 
Atfection fond and love most true 
Will hallow this our hist adieu; 
Oh, none but those who love can tell 
How sad it is to say, Farewell ! 

Fondest, dearest, fare thee well! 
Sweet vows of truth again we'll tell . 
This mournful parting can but prove 
How fondly two young hearts may love. 
On rapid wing the moments fly — 
One last embrace, and th(!n good bye; 
Oh, none but those who love can tell 
How sad it is to say. Farewell. 

THE GOLDEN DAYS OF YOUTH, 

Music— at B. Williams'. 
Oh, what a time of times is 3^uti)! 

Thinking on its pleasures. 
My heart becomes a child's again, 

And scorns its present treasnres. 
Life's roses had no thorns for us, 

No worms the bud had riven ; 
Hope felt no blight, and not a star 

Had fall'n from childhood's heaven. 
Dear days of youth, in mem'ry's cup 

I taste again thy pleasures! 
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My heart becomes a child's again, 
And scorns its present treasures. 
Happy days of youth! 
Sunny days of youth ! 
Golden days of youth ! 

Each spring-time brought us dew and buds, 

Our lips and eyes were brighter; 
Each autumn brought us dancing leaves, 

Our footsteps still were lighter. 
The world was like a fairy gift. 

Ere sighing quell'd the laughter. 
Or the lips had utter'd words 

That needed blushing after. 

Dear days of youth, &c. 



THE PARTING TEAR. 
Music — ^at Ransford's. 
I LEAVE my home with fond regret, 

For mem'ry still will dwell 
On scenes of youth and happiness. 

And friends I love so well. 
1 go to fill a nobler state, 

With one to me most dear; 
But, Ob, I cannot leave my home 
Without a parting tear! 

I cannot leave my own dear home. 
Without one parting tear. 

I cannot look on scenes so loved, 

But with a glistening eye; 
Then, fare thee well, my childhood's home, 

A long and last good-bye. 
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All that I knew of happiness* 
And first young love was here; 

I cannot, dare not say farewell, 
Without a parting tear. 

I cannot leave, &c 

DO NOT MINGLE. 
Music at Boosey 8c Co.'S. 
Do ndt mingle one human feeling 
With the blisses o'er each sense stealing, 
While these tributes to me revealing, 

My Elvino, true to love I 
Ah, embrace me! while thus forgiving. 
Each a pardon is thus receiving: 
On the earth, while we are living, 

We will form a heaven of love! 



THE PILOT. 

Music— at Leoni Lee*s. 
Oh, pilot, 'tis a fearful night. 

There's danger on the deep! 
ril come and pace the deck with thee — 

I do not dare to sleep. 
Go down, the sailor cried, go down. 

This is no place for thee; 
Fear not, but trust in Providence, 

Wherever thou may*st be. 

Ah, pilot, dangers often met 

We all are apt to slight; 
And thou hast Known these raging wsvet 

But to subdue their might! 
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It is not apathy, he cried. 

That gives this strength to me; 

Fear not, but trust in Providence, 
Wherever thou may'st be. 

On such a night, the sea engulph'd 

My father's lifeless form; 
My only brother's boat went down 

In just so wild a storm: 
And such, perhaps, may be thy fate; 

But still X say to thee. 
Fear not, but trust in Providence, 

Wherever thou may^st be. 



BARON BOHMBIG. 

Masio— at Z. T. Purday's. 

In Turkey there lived such a mighty Bashaw, 
That whatever he did or said it was law; 
And he vow'd that his daughter should give 

her fair hand 
In marriage to one of a famed foreign land. 
So he caused to be printed a certain decree. 
Inviting the nobles of ev*ry degree; 
Stating, he who jumped highest, to set aside 

strife, 
Should win his fair daughter, and make her 

his wife. 
Jump high, oh, oh, jumping we go! 

The rivals all met, such a rum-lookine throng. 
Of all kindreds and tongues, some short, and 
some long; 
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Some had shoes with cork soles, and son^e 

channel pomps. 
To try the effect of their wonderful jumps. 
'Mong the guests was a German, Von Baron 

Bohmbig, 
Who in Holland had purchased his shoes for 

this rig, 
Which in speed should outvie even 'M.wccary's 

wings, 
And of Indian-rubber were made, and with 

springs. 
Jump high, oh oh, jumping we go! 

The day being fix'd, to the palace they hied. 
Where this mighty Bashaw their fate should 

decide; 
Each had used his endeavours the lady to 

earn, 
But the Baron, who thought that he*d have the 

last turn; 
So having^ now laced Mynheer's patent shoes on. 
And fancied the prise he had a&eady won, 
He gave such a spring, to put them to proof. 
And away went the Baron right .bang through 

the roof. ^ 

Jump high, oh oh, jumping we go! 

The folks, all amazed, ran into the street. 
Where they saw the poor Baron oome down on 

his feet; 
But the springs were so strong that in two or 

three falls 
He was carried just ten times as high as St. 

Paurs. 
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The Baron, not liking this jnmpeting berth, 
Cursed the Dutch and their shoes as he came 

down to earth, 
And he calPd out for aid with stentorian 

might; 
Bnt bounced up again, and went clean out of 
^ sight 
Jump high, jump low, jumping we go. 

He now had become such an aeriel sprite 
That he did not reach Turkey until the next 

night. 
And though daily the people were gazing to 

s6ek, 
He appeared not again for more than a week. 
The next time he came down, poor Baron 

Bohmbig! 
His body was stiff, and without hat or wig; 
The crows of his face had begun to make 

carr*on, 
And the people all said, "That can't be the 

Baron." 

Jump high, jump low, jumping we go. 

When philosophers wish to examine the 

moon. 
They use the poor Baron instead of balloon; 
And, strange though the tale is, the Turks 

they do say 
His skeleton's jumping to this very day. 
Bfaonld the weather prove fine, and the sky 

very clear. 
If you gOt you may see him come down once a 

year; 
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And, believe it op not, for prove it I can, 
'Twas this which gave rise to the flying Dutch- 
. man. 
Jump high, jump low, jumping we go. 



THE SONG OF THE SEXTON. 

Music — ^at Ransford'fl. 

Oh, the sights that I see as I ply my lone trade, 

In the mouldering dust that a cent'ry hath made. 

Where the coffin-worm doth creep. 
I began long ago, when my life was still green, 
And my mattock and spade have been, active, I 
ween. 
To fashion the grave so deep. 
Ho! I laugh as I dig, for they all seek nav wd. 
To provide them a home with my mattooK and 
spade. 

The rich man hath pass'd me with towering head 
But I sang o'er his grave when the scomer 
was dead. 

And laugh 'd as I shovel 'd the mould. 
Thehungry and wretched ne'er enter'd his door, 
His heart never bled for the wrongs of the poor. 

For the proud man loved his gold. 
Ho I I laugh 'd as I dug, for they want'd my aid. 
To provide him a home with my mattock and 



I saw a young man in the fresh bloom of life. 
As he came to the church with a trembling 
young wife, 
Li 't against me the finger of scorn* . 
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Oh, the revel was joyous, the dance lasted 

long; 
But the shriek of the widow soon banished the 

song — 
The young man died ere mom ! 
Ho! I laugh 'd as I dug, when thej came for 

my aid, 
To provide him a home with my mattock and 

spade. 

I saw a fair child bend her beautiful head. 
And cuH the lone flowers that bloom o*er the 
dead. 

To form a simple wreath. 
The crimson of hectic suffused her pale face ; • 
In her eyes fearful lustre I trembled to trace, 

The herald of early death. 
But I pray that ere then the deep home I have 

made 
May dose over me and my mattock and spade! 



TRENTICE TO A WATERMAN. 
Music— at T. WiUianu's. 

Bound 'prentice to a waterman, I leam*d a bit 
to row; 
But, bless your heart, I always was so gay, 
That, to treat a little water-nymph that took 
my heart in tow, 
I run a myself a bit in debt, and then I run'd 
away, 
Singing, Ri tol fol de ral yeo ho, ri tol fol 

de nddle li do; 
Ri ioi fol de rol yeo ho, ri tol fol de riddle d" 
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'Board man-of-war I entered next, and leam'd 
to quaff good flip, 
And, far from home, we scudded on so g»^; 
I ran my rigs, but liked so well my captain, 
crew, and ship, 
That run what will, why, damme, if e'er I 
run away. 

Singing, Ri tol, filpc 

I've nearly sail'd the world around, and leam'd 
a bit to fight. 
But somehow I a prisoner was ta'en: 
So when the cruel jailor to my dungeon show'd 
a light, 
I blinded both his peepers, and then ran 
away again. ' * 

Singing, Ri tol, &c. 

I've ran a-many risks in life, on ocean and on 
shore. 
But always, like a Briton, got the day; 
And, fighting in old England's cause, will run 
as many more: 
But let me face ten thousand foes, will never 
run away. 

Singing, Ri tol, &c. 

SWEET ROSE OF TARROW. 

Music— at Metzler'8. 
The morning broke in blushes o'er me. 

When up the sunny hills 1 stray 'd; 
A beauteous form appear'd before me. 

When thus I spoke the lovely maid: 
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** Sweet maid, ah, whither dost thou rove? 

Thine eye is Cupid's piercing arrow: 
Thy name — ay, prithee, tell me love I" 

She said, "They call me 'Rose of Yarrow."* 

"Be mine, sweet Rose, and fond I'll cherish; 

Those blooming charms have won my heart 
Ah, sooner, dearest, would I perish. 

Than one pang to thee impart!" 
She blush'd consent: the village peal 

Rang for our nuptials on the morrow ; 
And blest for ever do I feel, 

Possessed of thee, sweet Rose of Yarrow! 



ENGLAND, THE LAND OF THE OAK. 

Music— at Ransford's. 
There's a sweet little isle standing bold o^er 
the wave, 
TJnconquer'd and peerless, the ocean's bright 
queen; 
Where freedom encircles the brow of the brave. 
And the birth-place of liberty there may be 
seen. 
'TwRs here where ambition's proud despot first 
found 
That his legions or threats but a smile could 
provoke — 
Would you pledge the proud spot, fill a bum- 
per all round, 
For 'tis England, old England, the land of 
the oali. 

'Tis England, &c. 
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There's a svireet little isle shinrag bri^t o*er 
the sea, 
Where the forest iiing richly enshadows the 
plain, 
And plumes with his beauty this land of the 
"ee, 
Wlu.e be fells but to rise for her glory again. 
'Twas here where old Neptune first rose to de- 
clare 
The decrees which nor ages nor fetes can 
revoke — 
That her banners triumphant should float 
through the air. 
And her name be Old England, the land of 
the oak. 

Old England, &c. 

There's a sweet Jittle isle peering high o'er the 
main, 
Where beauty and virtue adorn a bright 
throne; 
And the (}ueen of its glory can boast ^mid her 
tram 
Courage, liberty, honour, and friendship are 
known. 
Blest home of the friendless, dear land of my 
birth! 
In thee my last breath shall a blessing in- 
voke: 
I pledge thee, and claim, as the meed of tbjr 
worth, 
A bumper for England, the land of ihr oak. 
A buniper, dot! 
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A SPELL IS HANGING 0*ER ME. 
Music— at Ransford's. 
A SPELL is hanging o*er me, 
A fate seems on me now; 
Joys fleet a way before me, ,^, 

Some curse nangs on my brow. .,f 
The path is dark and dreary 

That my steps must wander o'er, 
Like a pilgrim faint and weary. 
To a bleak, unfriendly shore. 
• 

But thy form is ever near me. 

Though I wander far away; 
Like a star of hope to cheer me 

With its soft and glad'ning ray. 
And when my spirit ponders 

On each passing scene of pain. 
That light around me wanders, 

And calms my soul again. 

THE WATER-PLEDGE. 

Music — at Hack's. 

Teatotallers are rising high in public 

estimation; 
Though liquidate the debt they can't, they'd 

liqmdate the nation. 
Father Mathew at their head, the world's uncle 

is* no doubt, sir ; 
For all the world are pledging it, at the water- 
spouts, ski 
Ok, the pledge, the water-pledge forever! 
Ob, the pledge, the water-pledge for ever. 
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The bcewers and distillers out. of spirits 'gin 

to scamper, 
Father Mathew's wafer-cnre has on ^em pat 

a damper; 
Father Mat he vows his efforts he will never fail 

in. 
As he^s always drinking, water , too, we never 

find him ailing. 

Oh, the pledge, &c. 

Father Thames begins to grumble, for he*s 
getting very dry now. 

But he does not weep eye-water^ *caase the wa- 
ter's never high now : 

And all through the teatotallers — 'tis shocking 
to relate, sir — 

Because they've drank up half the Thames, 
they dovhle the water-rate, sir. 

Oh, the pledge, &c. 

The fishes in the river are all in a sad 

condition. 
And to the Prince of W(h)ales intend to send 

in a petition ; 
For Bacchus has declared (and he's awful in 

his ire), 
To dry up the teatotallers, he'll "set the 

Thames on fire." / ■ 

Oh, the pledge, &c. 

The Chinese trade, bejond all doubt, is any- 
thing but low, sir. 

As demands for tea are very gteatf retajrns are 
Mtill more */o€, sir; - ♦ 
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Tliat malt and hops are going down teato- 

tallers boast proudly; 
And that giuger^heer is getting up, report 

speaks very loudly. 

Oh, the pledge, &c. 

Old topers try teatotallers to tempt with the 

^real stuffy ^ sirs, 
But teatotallers will have it that the water's 

"wc// enough,'* sirs; 
Bot boldly still uie mighty vine uprears his 

noble head, sir — 
When they're drank up aJU the water, why they 

must drink wine instead, sir. 

Oh, the pledge, &c. 

They say temp'rance is a vessel that keeps 

steady through each gale, sir; 
She never visits Cape nor Port, to Madeira 

ne'er make sail, sir: 
The Captain, Father Mathew, though no leaks 

the ship annoy. 
Is for ever crying ** Steady hoy a! to the pump 
all hands ahoy I" 

Oh, the pledge, &a 



WHO DEEPLY DRINKS OF WINE. 
Music— at L. Lee's. 

Gaily still my moments roll 
While I quaff the flowing bowl; 
Care can never reach the soul 
Who deeply drinks of wine. 

X 
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See the lover, pale with grief, 
Bind his brow with willow lekf. 
Bat his heart soon finds relief 
From drinMag deep of wt&e. 

Eyes of fire, and lips of dew. 
Cheeks that shatne the rose's hue, 
Dearer these to me, or yon. 

Who deeply drinks of wine. 



THE WAVING GREENWOOD TREE. 

Music— -at Chappell's. 

Now by the waving greenwood tree 

We merry, merry warriors roam; 
Careless and jovial, ever free, 

We hail our native home ! 
We roam beneath fkir CyxitMafs light. 

Or, hiding in the shade, 
Telling soft tales of true delight 

To some lovely woodland maid. 

Now by the waving, &c. 

Now by the waving greenwood tree 

We merry, merry warriors roam; 
Careless and jovial, ever free. 

We htfil onr native home! 
We quaff not, we quaff not the red, red winoy 

But our nut-brown ale is good; 
For the song and the dance of Uie ^re^^ we 
ne'er pine. 

While the rough winds are our dioris^ers 
rude. ; « 
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WE WONT GO HOME TILL MORNING. 

Mudc—ftt Manby's. 
The joUy old sun! where goes he at night? 
And what does he do when he's out o' sight, 

(Insinuation sootning); 
We donH mean to say that he tipples apace; 
We only know he's a very red face 

When he gets up in the morning! 
So here we are as merry as grigs, 
And here we'll stay, an*^ it please the pigs, 

Old Time and his dry glass scorning. 
The jolly old sun he shall hear us sing. 
Till this whirligig world to its centre doth ring. 

And we woirt go home till morning! 

Then, there's the stars — those twinkling dogs, 
Ferch'd up there 'mid the clouds and the fogs, 

(Bless 'em, they're always a — winkingl) 
Among them we see, without anv doubt. 
Some of 'em sometimes tumble about — 

Oh, they're sly little chaps, I'm thinking! 
So here we are as merry as grigs. 
And here well stay, an' it please the pigs. 

Old Time and his dry glass scorning. 
The queer little stars they shall hear us sing. 
Till this whirligig world to its centre doth ring. 

And we won't go home till morning! 

Then, the lady-moon creeping at night, 
Midcinff alon^ her way so brigh^ 

White the dew on the mountain is sleei^ng; 
But the funny old maid, 'twixt me and you, 
' She's marvellous fondV the mountaiB-dew, 

And sips it when nobody's peeping. 
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Since the sun and the moon and the^tarsag^ee 
There's nothing like fun and jollity, 

Such opinions we won't be scorning; 
But here we'll sit as merry as grigs. 
And here we'll stay, an' it please tne pigs. 

And we won't go home till morning! 



ON THE COLD SHORES OF THE 

STRANGER. 

Music — at Bansford'a. 

On the cold shores of the strange, 

In the land beyond the sea, 
I have braved the path of danger, 

To return with fame to thee. 
From the battle-field returning. 

Now my breast with ardour burning, 
Still the victor's laurel spuming. 

To return my love to thee. 

When the stars are brightly beaming. 

By thy lattice, love I'll be ; 
When the moon's pale rays are streiFtmlng, 

I will come, my love, to thee. 
I will sing thee songs of glory, 

How I sought the battle- plain; 
And with many a minstrel story, 

J will charm thee once again. 

When thy diamond eye reposes, 

In the shadows of flie night; 
When the dew upon^e roses 

Glitters in the liquid light; 
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When the f^ghdngale is flinging • 

Lore's sweet carols to the air: 
Then beneath thy lattice singing, 

Then thy lover will be there. 



THE BATTLE AND THE BREEZE. 
Music— at Metzler's. 
To Britain's glorious Walls of Oak 

Fill high the patriot glass! 
To all who spurn oppression's yoke 

Bound let the goblet pass. 
And, lo, where freedom's flag appears 

Queen of the subject seas — 
The fif^ that brayed a thousand years, 

The battle and the breeze! 

O'er many a scene of purple war, 

From India's cocoa bow'rs. 
Has victory's banner beam'd afar. 

To Sarragossa's Tow'rs. 
Nor least where her proud flag she rears 

High o'er her subject seas — 
The flf^ that braved a thousand years. 

The battle and the breeze. 

And now to England's Walls of Oak 

The blushing bumper drain; 
And, spuming stem oppression's yoke. 

We'll add "The Mighty Main." 
For, lo, where Freedom's Flag appears, 

Biome o'er the s^ibject seas — 
The fli^ that brav'd a thousand years 

The battle and the brecz«i» 
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PITY THE SORROWS Of A POOR 
OLD MAN. 
Music — at Metzler*!. 

Oh, i)ity my sorrows, a poor old man's! 

I will no longer tarry; 
Oh, say you'll wed, I'll pnt up the banns, 

And we will go and marry! 
When I was young, I often ran 

With girls to dance and mingle — 
Oh, pity the sorrows of a poor old man, 

Wno ^^rs he shall die single! 

When young, a maid made me afraid. 

Lest she ^ould pop the question; 
But now Fm old, I am more bold — 

Oh, wedded life's the best one 1 
I'm growing tired, I'll change my plan ; 

A single life is folly — 
Oh, pity the sorrows of a poor old man. 

Who's getting melancholy! 

At night, black sprites give fears and frights— 

I'm poor with all my treasures; 
Tm cold — rm worse, I want a nurse — 

I want sweet wedlock's pleafiures! 
I mope and mump, do all I can. 

For want of woman near me — 
Oh, pity the sorrows of a poor old man — 

I want a wife to cheer me! 

When I go out, the pec^le shout. 
Full, push, and teaze, and flout me; 

I have no son, I have no one 
That cares at all about me. 
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rU have a wife, whate'«r her tan; 

111 have a son and daughter — 
Oh, pity the sorrows of a poor old man; 

Don't let him die a martyr! 

Tm not much more than eighty-four, 

So. now^fl your time, young ladies; 
Though old, I*m young, I feel quite strong — 

Then, hang it, who afraid is? 
Oh give a smile behind your fan; 

Remember time is precious — 
Oh, pity the sorrows of a poor old man, 

And let the parson bless us! 



GALLANT TOM. 
Music— at Z. T. Purday'a. 
It blew great ^ns, when gallant Tom 

Was taking in a sail, 
And squalls came on, in sight of home. 

That strengthened to a gale. 
Broad sheets of vivid lightning glared, 

Reflected by the main; 
And even gallant Tom despair'd 

To see his love again. 

The 8t(^ came on, each rag aboard 

Was into tatters rent; 
The rain through every crevice pour'd; 

All fear*d the dread event 
The pomp was choked, their awful doom 

Seem'd sure at every strain; 
Each tar despair'd, e'en gallant- Tom, 

To see his love again. 
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The leak was stopt, the winds grew doll. 

The billows ceased to roar. 
And the torn ship, almost a hull, 

In safety reach'd the shore. 
Crowds ran to see the wondroos sight; 

The storm had ra^ed in rain. 
And gallant Tom, with tme deUght, 

Beheld his love again. 



NOW ISNT IT A PITY. 

Miuio— at Wybrow's. 

I LOVE a lad, 

A handsome lad, 
And love him, too, sincerely; 

He play'd a part 

That won my heart, 
And vow'd to love me dearly. 
But aunt consent she will deny — 

Indeed it's very pretty; 
And Fm so vex*d that I could cry — 
Now, isn't it a pity? 

My cruel aunt 

Will jeer and taunt. 
And cry, young girls should taity ; 

Because she, yet. 

Could never get 
A man in mind to marry. 
It's right down spite, you can't deny, 

£deed it's very pretty; 
And you may laugh, but I could cry«— 
Now, isn't it a I^ty? 
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THERE'S KO JOY LIKE DRINKING. 

Musio— «t Banslbrd's. 
Let the sultan Saladin 
Flay the rake in Palestine; 
While he claims his subjects' duty, 
He^s himself a slave to beauty. 
Wearing baser chains than they: 

Well, well, well, well, 
Ev'ry man must have his way. 
But to my poor way of thinlung, 
There's no joy like drinking. 

Coeur-de-Lion loves the wars; 
Richard's joys are blows and scars; 
Conquer^ pagans flv before him; 
Christian warriors ail adore him; 
Watchuiff, marching, night and day : 

Wel^ well, well, well, 
Er'ry man must have his way. 
Bat to my ^r way of thinking. 
There's no joy like drinking. 



MAMA WONT LET ME MARRY YET. 

Mnsio— at Bansford'i. 
Mama wont let me marry yet 

(I*m sure I can't tell why) — 
Now, is*nt it provoking. 

And enough to make one cry? 
Jemima says it^s jealousy 

(But she goes rather far): 
My patent thinks herself too young 
To be a grandmama. 
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But she will not let me mvery jretj 
Oh dear, what shall I do? — 

Now, isn't it a shameful thing 
To treat a daughter so? 

Jemima^s cousin's sister's maid, 

Who lives at number six, 
Says she, "If I was you. Miss Brown, 

The day I'd make her fix; 
For captains now is very scarce. 

And husbands hard to find; 
And if you do not book your man. 

Perhaps he'll change his mind." 
But mama wont let me marry yet; 

Oh dear, what shall I do?— 
Kow, isn't it a shameful thing 

To treat a daughter so? 

The captain says such pretty things. 

And calls me his heart's queea — 
I wonder he has not proposed 

A trip to Gretna Green. 
When I hhit'd at it t'other day. 

He smooth'd his glossy hair. 
Said he loyed me to distraction, 

But he could not Uto on air. 
Oh, mama wont let me marry yet; 

Oh dear, what shall I do? — 
Now, isn't it a shameful thing 

To treat a daughter so? 

Miss Clark was married Tother day 
(A nasty pert young jade); 

And now she's got an opera-box, 
And keeps her lady's-maJ'^ 
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The spitefol thing has dared to say — 

Oh, dear, how very funny — 
That the captain does not care for me. 

But only wants my money. 
Mama wont let me marry yet; 

Oh dear, what shall I do? — 
Now, isn't it a shameful thing 

To treat a daughter so? 

Those guardians and executors 

Are all on mischief bent; 
They too forbid my marrying 

Without mama's consent. 
My fortune's at their mercy, 

So, like a lonesome nun, 
I must pine in single wretchedness, 

Until Tm twenty-one I 
For mama wont let me marry yet; 

Oh dear, what shall I do? — 
Now, isn't it a shameful thing 

To treat a daughter so? 



OF WHAT IS THE OLD MAN 

THINKING. 

Mnsio — at Lavenue's. 

Of what is the old man thinking. 

As he leans on his oaken staff? 

From the May-day pastime shrinking. 

He shares not the merry laugh. 
But the tears of the old man flow. 

As he looks on the young and gay, 
And his grey head, moving slow, 
Keeps time to the air they play. 
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The elder around are drinkiti^,, 
Bat not one cup will he quaff — 

Oh, of what is the old man thinking. 
As he leans on his oaken staff ? 

'Tis not with a vain repining 

That the old man sheds a tear; 
* Tis not for his strength declining 

He sighs not to linger here. 
There's a spell in the air they play. 

And the old man's eyes are dmi; 
For it calls up a past May-day, 

And the dear friends lost to him. 
From the scene before him shrinking, 

From the dance and the merry laug 
Of their calm repose he is thinkmg. 

As he leans on his oaken staff. 



1 WISH VD A THOUSAND A YEAB. 

Music — at Hansford's. 
I WISH rd a thousand a year. 

How happy and joyous Fd be; 
For nothing should I have to fear, 

And sorrow should vanish from me. 
I'd help both the poor and distressed; 

I'd dry the lone widow's sad tear; 
The orphans that mourn should be blest; 

If I had a thousand a year. 

Oh, I wish, &c. 

No matter whate'er might betide. 
If Providence bless'd me with health. 

Doing good should be ever my pride. 
And ;hus would I scatter my weidtii. 
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All this would I do, d*ye see, 
The hungry and naked to cheer; 

All around should be happy and free. 
If I had a thousand a year. 

Oh, I wish, &c. 

So now, my friends, take my advice. 

When charity's cause shall appear. 
Do your best, aye, and that will suffice. 

As though you*d a thousand a year. 
You'll then have the thanks of the poor. 

And with it warm gratitude's tear: 
Oh, nothing would I covet more. 

If I had a thousand a year. 

Oh, I wish, &c. 

JOE OF THE BELL. 

Music— at Wybrow's. 
Abound the face of blue-eyed Sue 

Did auburn ringlets curl; 
Her coral lips seem'd dipped in dew; 

Her teeth, two rows of pearl. 
Joe of the Bell, whose wine they said 
"Was new in cask as he in trade. 

Espoused this nonpareiL 
"You keep the- bar," says Joe, "my dear. 
But be obliging, Sue, d'ye hear. 
And prove to all who love good cheer 

They're welcome to the Bell." 

A London rider chanced to slip 

Behind the bar to dine, " 
And found sweet Susan's yielding lip 

Much mellower than her wine. 
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As Joe stept ip, he stampt, wad swore 

He'd dust his jaeket well; 
"Hey-day I" says Sue, •* what's this, I trow? 
You bade me be obliging, Joe I — 
rm only proting to the beau 

He's welcome to the Bell." 



ANGEL OF PEACE. 
Mudo — at Ranaford's. 

Angel of peace and gladness, 
Leaye not my soul in sadness; 
Deign thou to give this breast 
One ray to lull my pangs to rest 
See where these tears are falling, 
All my deep woes recalling. 
Leaving stiU in my sad face 
Of sorrow many a tface. 
Angel of peace and gladness. 
Leave not my soul in sadness; 
Deign thou to give to this breast 
One ray to lull my pangs to rest ! 

Angel of peace and gladness. 
Past is the hour of sadness; 
Jo^ has once more fill'd my breast 
With hope, to lull my pfuigs to rest 
But, as the sun dispelleth 
Darkness that f^ repelleth. 
Thy heav'nly spirit orought , 
The aid I had vainly sou^it* 

Angejl ot pei^JiKS. 
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THR COMMISBCIAL TRAVELLElt 

Mttsio— at Metzler's. 
1*LL sing you a new song, that I've written 

now of late, 
Of an old commercial traveller who travelled 

at slow rate; 
With top-boots, spurs, and saddle-bogs, and 

coat in p(Hnpous state. 
He travelled Sow, but very sure, and never 

travelled late; 
For he was a steady traveller — one of the 

olden school 

His horse was short, was stout and strong, and 

clothed with shaggy hair, 
And, though but fourteen hands in height, to 

see her trot YOu*d stare. 
And wonder who the man could be that rode 

so good a mare. 
Stopping at any road-side inn, content with 

numble fore — 
Like a good commercial traveller, one of the 

ol£n schooL 

And when the shades of evening fell, and trade 

was almost done. 
He caU^d npob his customers, and ask'd them 

every olie ^ 

To take a pipe and glass With him, and have a 

little ftm, 
And talk with hiiii o*er poHtics, or dangers he 

had run, 
WhOst a good commercial traveller, one of 

the old(^ school. 
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IXoHke the youths who trayd i^o^> ^iv^j:^)^^ 

bedeck'd with for, l ' 

And horse thafs nearly thorougt^rf^re^/and 

bull or terrier cur, 
And, chaise or stanhope nicely hi^ng, ,)tall 

night they now defer, 
And from the dread to leave the^ beds, H^ 

travel late prefer, 
like a gay commercial travieUer, one of t|ie 

modern school. 

Instead of steaks and glass of ale, your modem 

youth must dine [ 

Upcm- his soup, his fish, or gam^ tua^ pint o7 

old port wine; 
His hookah or a fine cigar is much more to his 

mind i 

Than pipes, that now so vulgar are to a tiste 

so much refined — ' 

As the gay commercial travellfir, one of the 

mociem schooL r 



THE GRENADUaa. 

Mii8ic-«at Bates. ' ' , 

Cried William when just come from ses» ^ • • 

"Has 4ty one seen my Anbetl»?, 
Oh, say, is she faithful to me? 

Alas, 'tis so long since we met!" 
" Yes, yes, " an old gossip r«j^0pi?<' 

"We all know her very well here^ , , 

She has red lips, and boi?ny ft^a^k;-teyes, \'^ ' ' 

And lives with her own ffit^tk a«fe^'" '/ ' 
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•^Grenadier ! did you say? did you uay srena- 
dier?" 

"Yes, yes," the old gossip replied; 
•* She lives with her own granny dear — 

Yes, yes, with her own granny dear," 

Annette flew to welcome him home, 

But he tum'd from the maid in disdain; 
•♦False girl, I suppose, you are come 

To jeer me, and laugh at my pain. 
Since scandal has blotted your name, 

I deem you unworthy a tear — 
I've been told by an elderly dame. 

That yon live with your own grenadier. '* 
"Grenadier! did you say," &c. 

Quoth pretty Annette, "Do you dare 

To call me inconstant and frail ?-^ 
Beware, master William, beware. 

How you trump up an old woman*s tale! 
Tis true that such stories are told. 

But don't believe half what you hear — 
I own that my granny is old, 

So I live with my own granny dear! " * 
** Granny dear, I do say, I do say granny dear; 
Yes, yes," little Annette still cried, 
•* I live with my own granny dear. 
Yes, yes, with my own granny dearl " 



WHEN ALL ALONE. 

When all alone my pretty love was playing. 
And I saw Phoebus stand at a gaze staying, 
Alas, T fear*d there would be some betraying! 
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A JEW'S A MAN FOB ALL I^At. 

WBITTEN BY MR. C. SLOJf AN. 

Each man's my friend who joitis (ite ^rain 

Of liberty and all that; 
To free a nation from its chain — 

A god-like act I call that! ^ 

Yes, all that, and all that— , j 

rd give mv love and all that ^ 

To him who*d banish prejudice. 

And free the Jew for all that. 

He who condemns, with bigot-mind, 

His brother-man and all that, 
The hope denied yet may he find, , 

And mercy have, for all that! ^ 

For all that, and all that, , 

They'd thrall the soul, ftnd all that; 
But yet the chosen ones of old 

Were Israelites, for all that. 

Shall we from forth our presence spurn^ J 

- Our fellow-man, and all that, m 

Because we cannot make him turn " t2 

His creed to ours, and aU Uial? 
And all that, and all that— 

Beligion^s lamps and all that. 
Though fed perchance with different oils* . 

Bum equal bright for all tkat. 

By Bab'lon's rivers, where we wept, 

They bade us sing, and all thatj 
Our harps upon the willows stent, 

Untuned, untouched, fblr all tfatt. 
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For all tbat, and aU that. 

No song we breathM for all that; 
Can we be Wess'd when we are ftir 

From Judah'8 clime and all that? 

From fount of hope we will imbibe 

A draught of bliss, and all tbat^- 
^Cay all the earth be of one tribe — 

The tribe of love we'll call that! 
We'U call that, we'll call that, 

The tribe of love we'll call that; 
Let different sects join heart and hand 

Fratemallj, and all that! 



THE SINGING-MOUSE. 
Music— at Hassle's. 

Oh, so wo&derfal the wonders are oaeh day 
that we see rising, 

Twould no wonder be S wonders were to cease 
to be surprising! 

*'Stfll as a mouse," the proverb's lost, and I 
will tell you how — 

Since like a *'incA^ bird** one sings, **tV« all 
dicky with it now,** 

Oh, listen to the snging-mouse — the wonders 
he'll divine t'yel 

Attend ye to his prophecy for eighteen hun- 
dred and ninety. 

Attend, good people all, I pray, to the /acts 

the while I quote 'em; 
And when I quote his factSf no doubf, you'll 

thioJc me his /<ictotum ; 
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On ladies curiosity I'm eertain to j^vdlk ' '^ 
For touchiDg this same singing motuie-— Oh, 
thereby hangs a tale J 

Ofa,fisten,&c. 

The tale the mouse has got to teU is strange 

and m^ty clever — 
Young ladies, he declares, will £ikll in love the 

same as ever; 
With husbands seldom quarrel, lead lives as 

sweet as honey — 
Wedlock then will cease to be, as now. ft matter 

^o money. 

Oh, listen, &c. 

Our worthy friends in parliament rank next, 

and 'tis their due, '/ 

Since nothing they have done, to say that 

nothing will they do; 
An act will very soon be pass'd, by the same 

sagacious elves, t^ 

For future acts of parliament to snugly pass 

themselves. 

Oh,|i^n, &c 

Of the present day teetotallers of temperance 

only dream — i 

In time to come, they'll water shun, and only 

drink the steam; 
To such a pitch perfection comes, if letters you 

desire, {) 

You will buy them ready-written^ with their 

answers, by the quire. - • . - , , 

. Oh,li^t^%&c. 
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Bills 6fe»8lutiige will get more scarce, not one 

'Wili^'jfy the kite" high; 
Throngh flying-machikes some people will be 

Itimct 1^ far too flighty; 
Lawyers may turn honest, though the chances 

'gainst it fun — 
They've so long been ""doing** Justice, Justice 

will no more be *' done" 

Oh, listen, &c. 

All the world will be alive to all, very few 

found sleeping: 
In improvements brother Jonathan proves 

afiTtbin^ but creeping; 
Kight eooetly he'll set about a bridge that's 

** half seas over^* 
Which will twist and turn as quick as thought, 

and land ye safe in Dover. 

Oh, listen, &c. 

A ** cash barometer " will start the nerve of some 

'twill shock it. 
To let ^ood people know the sum each carries 

m his pocket: 
Dials will in time be made, to keep poor wives 

from stewing, 
That will tell them where a spouse has been, 

and what he has been doing. 

Oh, listen, &c. 

On the "sliding aoale" the price of bread to 

no/Ain^ quickly glides, 
Good news from Cheece will cause it to be 

fouttei^ed on boUi sides; 
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Folly will like wild-firerun, wisdoitt ne'er wfll 

cool it; 
But t^e nation will be bappy in the monordl 

who win rule it. 

Oh, Uatenv &G. 

The siBging-mouse could tell you where like 
him are many dozens, 

But basely he would not betray his country- 
friends and cousins; 

Could tell you how to Mouse Hall every night 
he used to go, 

First fiddle he among them all, and sing the 
best solo. 

I thank ye for the "Singing Mouse** — ^you've 
heard him truth mvine t*ye. 

Remember, then, his prophecies for eighteen 
hundred and ninety. 



THE OIJ) WATER-MILL. 

Mosio— at Jeffery and Nelson's. 

And is this the old millrstream that ton years 

ago 
Was 80 fast in its current* so pure in its flow 
Whose musical w^aters would npple and shine. 
With the glorious dash of a miniaUire Bhine? 
Can this he its bed? — ^I remember it weU, 
When it sparkled like silver through meadow 

and delL And is this, &c. 

And here was the miller's house, peaceM abode. 
Where the flower-twined porch drew all eyes 
from the road; 
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Wbere rQ6^.ftnd jessamine embower*d a door 
That never was closed to the way-worn or poor; 
Wbere the miller, God bless him, oft gave us a 

dance, 
And led off the ball, with his soul in his glance ! 
And is this, &c. 

The mill is in ruins, no welcoming sound 

In the mastifTs quick bark, and the wheels 

dasliing round; 
The house, too, forgotten, and left to decay. 
And the miller long dead, all I loved pass'd 

away ! 
This play-place of childhood was graved on my 

heart, 
In rare paradise-colours that now must depart. 
The old water-mill's gone — the fair vision is 

fled, 
And I weep o'er its wreck as I do for the dead ! 

NOW IS THE MONTH OF MAYING, l 

Now is the month of Maying, I 

When merry lads are playing, I 

Fa la la la la. 
Each with his bonny lass 
A-dancing in the grass, 

Fa la la la la. 
The Spring, clad all in gladness, 
Doth laugh at Winter's madness. 

Fa la la la la; 
And to the bagpipes' sound, 
The nymphs treaa out the ground, 

Fa la la la la. 
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Muaio— at Jefferys and Nelson's. 

Thou lingering star, with lessening xaj. 

That lovest to greet the early mom. 
Again thou usherest in the day 

My Mary from my soul was toni 
O Mary, dear departed shade! 

Where is thy ^ace of blissful rest? , 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid? 

Hearest Uiou the groans that rend bis breast^ 

That sacred hour can I forget? 

Can I forget the hallowed grove 
Where by the winding Ayr we met. 

To live one day of parting love? 
Eternity will not eflTace 

Those records dear of transports past; 
Thy image at our last embrace — 

Ah, little thought we 'twas our lostt- 

Atr, gurgling, kiss*d his pebUed shore, 

O'eniung with wild woooSt thiok'ning* gre99. 
The fragrant birch and hawthorn hoar 

Twined amorous round the raptored MWie. 
The flowers sprang wanton to be.pre»t,. a 

The birds sang love on every sptSkj; ' 
Till too, too soon the glowing west 

Proclaimed the speed of winged day* 

Still o'er these scenes my mem'ry wakes, 
And fondly broods wiih miserKsMre; ■ "' " '- 

Time but the impression deeper pwkefl^ 
At streams tlieir channcisidcepert^eAii/^ 
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MvMary^ ijemr departed shade! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest? 
Seest thou thyiover lowly laid? 

Hea^est thou the groans that rend his breast? 

THE LAST SHILLING. 
Mnsic— at Z. T. Porday's. 
As pensive one night in my garret I sat, 
My last shilling produced on the table, 
"That adventurer,* cried I, "might a history 
relate, 
If to think or to speak it were able." 
Whether fancy or magic 'twas play*d me the 
freak. 
The face seem'd with life to be filling, 
And cried, instantly speaking, or seeming to 
speak, 
**Fay attention to me, thy last shilling. 

**I was once the last coin of the law, a sad limb. 

Who in cheating was ne'er known to falter; 
TSl, at length, brought to justice, the law 
cheated him, 

Afid he paid me to buy him a halter. 
A Jack tar, alt his rhino but me at an end, 

With a pleasure so hearty and willing, 
Though hung^ himself, to a poor, distressed 
frtend, 

Wish'd it hundreds, and gave his last shilling. 

** *Twa8 the wife of his messmate, whose glis- 
teniitg eye 
With pteasureraii o'er, as she view'd me; 
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She chained me for bread* as her diOdr she 
he^ cry. 
And, at parting, with tears she bedewed me. 
But Tve other scenes known — riot leading the 
way, 
Pale want their poor families chilling; 
Where rakes, in their reyeU, the piper to pay. 
Have spurned me, their best friend, and la^t 
shilling. 

** Thou thyself hast been ihoughtlesfr^Sor pro- 
fligates' baO, 
But to-morrow, all care shalt thou bury. 
When my little history thou ofFerest for sale^ — 

In the interim, spend me, and be merry." 
"Never, never,'' cried I, "thou'rt my Mentor, 
my muse; 
And, grateful, thy dictates fulfilling, 
IMl hoard thee in my heart." — Ihus men 
counsel refuse. 
Till the lecture comes from, the last shilling! 

THE KNIGHT OF THE GOLBBN OBEST. 

Music— at T. Williams's. 
The banner waved oq the castle walls, 

'Mid the shouts of a trusty^ band. 
When a knight retum'd to hb princely halls, 

From the wars -of tho holy -land. 
His lady left her harp, and stood 

To gaze on the smiling west, 
Whence came a dark steed from the distant 
wood. 

With her knight ot the gdden ccciat 
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The silkeB searf her trne kni^^t diqdfty 'd 

Which in earlier days she wove, 
When he breaUi'd his tows in the twilight shade 

And was bless'd with her maiden love. 
She welcomed her lord, with accents bland. 

And ^e soarf to her lips she prest, 
And thought of the time wnen she gave her hand 

To thekmght of the golden crest. 



THINGS I DO LIKE TO SEE. 

Sang by Mr. B. WilUama. 

EIIN9 friends, as a song you have now ask'd 

from me. 
And you've heard of the things what IdonH like 

to see^ 
I will even turn round where I should have 

begun. 
And tell you the things what I like, every one. 
Though some here may jeer, and may laugh 

in their sleeve, 
liCt 'em do what they will, why I know I 

sha'tt't ^neive'. 
But 111 sum up the total, between you and me. 
And 111 tell you the things what I do like to 

see. 
Tou may laugh as you |dease — ^but that's all 

^y ^ — 
To the moves what's about I am pretty weUJly ; 
If youll pay but attention, and fisten to mo, 
1*11 teU you the things what I do like to see. 

I do like to see our own gracious Queen, 
Who'schensh'd and loved by her people, I ween i 

ooQle 
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And the good Prince, her hosband'^.^ow^ Vlob t 

say I'm wrone, 
For we know he's the patron of scdeace and 

e>ong. 
I do like to see the young Prince of Walei^*^ 
Though to help to support him, why, many be** 

wails; 
And thoi^h, I may now bea-speakingio6 five. 
Why, Prince and Princesses I do Uke to see. 
You may laughs &o« 

I do like to see pretty girls and their beaux 
Sit smiling around me to banish tbeii^ woes: 
I do like to see, that I do, I declare, 
A nobby young chap with a good bead of^ 

hair. 
I like to see happy old swaddies and tars, ^ 
And I like to see monkeys a-smoking cigars; 
And I do like to see, I do, and that's fla^ 
A chap wear a sUk, not a hen^sen cravat, . 

You may laugh, &c, 

I do Hke to see them 'ere temperance coves, 
In streets, courts, or alleys, wherever I roves. 
With a great bit of pewter that hangs at (l^asir 

breast, 
With a pot and pump, the teetotaller^ crest 
They may say it's the ticket, whenever they" 

spout i 
They may want their charm with Vm, t&ouffh ^ 

Ma *' knows they're out?*' - 

And I do like to see, through hfe as i wvdge. 
They still own their wtcle, by taking the fiM^ ' 
You Tuny Jutqtm^^ **• ^ 
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I dolika.te see » taHe well stored 

With all the good things that this life doth 

a&ady 
And lots of good folks sitting down there to eat, 
When some jolly old gent has provided the treat 
Andllike to see money ** paid down on the nail;" 
And I do like to see a fine ship in full sail: 
And I Uke to Bee chaps, when they're out on 

iheJhfy 
Just take uwte drop, for to wet t'other eye. 
You may laugh, &g. 

I do like t/o stand at the end of a street, 
And see what is doing when young lovers meet; 
And I do Hke to see them, when going to part. 
Giving nice little busses— it goes to my heart 
I like to see cabmen and ooachees quite civil; 
And "a beggar on horseback ride post to the 

devUI" 
And I like to see smiles — 'tis a pleasure to 

me— 
When Fm telling the things what I do like to s 
You may laugh, &c 

SWEET QUEEN OP THE NIGHT. 
Music— at Dnff and Hodgson'a 
Oi.niT, love, the night breezes sigh in the grove. 
The nightin^le :wakes in the valley her song. 
And aU the bright stars in the regions above 
Around the blue throne of their virgm-queen 
throsigt 
The flowerets B/b morning and evening that weep 
Are wkijl^ together ia beautiful sleep — 
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Then, rise, let me saze on thy beaaty'spofe Iiglit, 
And thon, love, shalt be my sweet qneen of the 
night 

Each star has another star close hy its tide^ 
Each bird its companion, or bndegiioom, or 

bride; 
Eadi flower fondly dwells by another ^weet 

flower, 
Each bee has a qneen in its honey-stored: bowet ; 
ThQ lambs fold together — bat, ah, well-a-day! 
Where tarries my love, what can keep herawav ? 
Oh, rise, let tae gaze on thy beauty's pur^ Hgnt, 
And thou, love, shalt be my sweet qneen of the 

night! 

IN THE DOWN-HILL OF LIFE. 

Music — at Wybrow's. 

In the down-hill of Hfe, when I find Tm 
declining. 
May my fate no less foftunite be 
Than a snug elbow-chair can afiurd for re- 
clining, 
And a cot that o'erlooks the wide' sea; 
With an ambling pad-pony to pace o*er the lawn, 

While I carol away idle sorrow, 
And, biythe as the lark that each day hatk the 
aawn. 
Look forward with hope of to-mottow. 

With a porch at my door, both for shelter and 
shade, too. 
As the sunshine or rain nsay prenil} 

..gitized by Google 



POPULAIEt 80NGS. 335 

With a small spot of ground, for tiie use of my 
^ade, too, 
And a bam for the use of my flail; 
A cow for my dairy, a dog for my game. 
With a purse when a friend wants to 
borrow — 
ni not envy the nabob his riches or fame, 
Nor what honours await him to-morrow. 

From the bleak northern blast may my cot be 
completely 
Secured by a neighbouring hill. 
And at night may repose stefal on me most 
sweetly, 
By the sound of a murmuring rill. 
And while peace and plentjrl find at my board. 
With a heart free from sickness and sorrdw. 
With my friends will I share what the day 
will afford. 
And let them spread the table to-morrow. 

And when I at last must throw off this ftrail 
covering 
Which I have worn for three-scOre years 
and ten, 
On the brink of the grave 1^1 not seek to be 
hovering. 
Nor mv thr^ wish to snj|L o*er again. 
But my mce in the glass ru serenely survey. 
And with smUes count each wrinkle and 
furrow; 
For this old worn-out stufl^ which is thread- 
bare to-day, • 
May beeome everlasting to-morrow. 
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THE VICAR AND MOSES. 
Mnsle— «t D'Almftine and Co.'i. 

At the sign of the Horse, 

Old Spintext, of course, 
Each night took his pipe and his pot; 

O'er a jorum of nappy. 

Quite pleasant and nappy. 
Was placed this canonical sot. 

Fol de rol, &c 

The eyening was dark, 

When in came the clerk, ^ 
With reverence due and submission; 

First stroked his cravat. 

Then twirVd round his hat, 
And bowing pr^fer*d his petition. 

Fol de rol, &o. 

"I'm come, sir," says he, 

"To beg, look, d'ye see. 
Of your reverence's worship and glory. 

To inter a poor baby. 

With as much speed as may be— 
And rU walk with the lantern before ye." 
Fol de rol, 5ca 

" The baby we'll bury — 

But, pray, Where's the hurry?" 
"Why, lord, sir, the corpse it doth stay." 

"You fool, hold your peace— 

Since miracles cease, 
A corpse, Moses, can't run away." 

Fol de rol, &c. 
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Th€ii Moses he smiled. 

Saying, "Sir, a small child 
Cannot long, sate, delaj your intentions." 

"Why, that's true, by St. Paul— 

A chud that is small 
Can never enlarge its dimensions. 

Fol de rol, &c. 

"Bring Moses some beer, 

And me some— d*ye hear? 
I i ate to be called from my liquor; 

Come, Moses, * The Queen ' — 

What a scandalous scene 
Such a subject should be but a vicar!** 

Fol de rol, &c 

Then Moses he spoke, 

" Sir, 'tis past twelve o'clock — 

Besides, there's a terrible shower.'* 
"Why, Moses, you elf, 
Since the dock has struck twdve, 

Fm sure it can never strike more. 

Fol de rol, &c. 

" Besidfi9« my dear friend, 

To this lesson attend, 
Whk^ to say and to swear I'll be bold. 

That the corpse, snow or rain. 

Can't endaaiger, that's plain; 
But perhaps you or I may take cold." 

Fol de rol, &c. 

Then Moses went on, 
" Sir, the clock has struck one, 
Fray^ mastor, lo<^ up at the hand." 
z 
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"Why, it ne'er can strike less; 
*Tis a foUy to press 
A man for to go that can't stand." 

Fol de rol, &c. 

At length, hat and cloak 

Old Orthodox took, 
But first crammed his jaw with a quid; 

Each tiptoffagill. 

For fear they ^ould chill, 
And then stagger'd ajf ay side by side. 

Fol de rol, &c. 

When come to the grave, 

The clerk hammed a stave. 
While the surplice was wrapt round the priert:/ 

So droll was the figure 

Of Moses and vicar, 
That the parish still laugh at the jest. 

Fol de rol, &c ^ 

"Good people, let's pray— 

Put the corpse t'other way,- 
Or, perchance, I shall over it stumble — 

'Tis best to take care, 

Though the sages declare 
A mortuvm caput can't tumble. 

Fol de rol, &c. 

. " Woman, that's of man bom — 
That's wrong, the leafs torn— . 
A man that is bom of a woman 
Can't continue an hour. 
Is cut down like a flower — 
You see, Moses, Death spareth no man! 

Folderol,&c. 
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** Here, Moses, do look. 

What a confounded book! 
Sore the letters are tum'd upside-down; 

Such a scandalous print I 

Why, the devil is in*t. 
That a blockhead should print for the crown! 
Fol de rol, &c. 

** Prithee, Moses, you read, 
For I cannot proceed. 
And bury the corpse in my stead.'* 
**Anien, amen.'* 
"Why, Moses, you're wrong — 
You fool, hold your tongue — 
YouVe taken the tail for the head. 

Fol de rol, &c. 

"Oh, Where's thy sting. Death? — 

Put the corpse in the earth. 
For, believe me, 'tis terrible weather." 

So the corpse was interred, 

Without praying a word. 
And away they ooui staggered together. 

Singing, Fol de rol, &c. 

WHEN FLOWERY MEADOWS. 

When flowery meadows deck the year, 

And sporting lambkins play, 
When spangled fields renew'd appear, 

And music wakes the day — 
Then did my Chloe leave her bower, ^^ 

To hear my tuneful lay; 
Waun'd by my love, she vow'd no jj)ower 

Should lead her heart astray. 
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THE GIPSY'S TENT. 
Music — at Ransford's. 
Our fire on the turf, and our tent 'neath a tree, 
Carousing by moonlight, so meny are we! 
Let the lord boast his castle, the baron his hall, 
But the house of the gipsy is widest of all. 

We may shout o'er our cups, and laugh loud as 

we will. 
Till echo rings back, from wood, welkin, and 

hiU; 
No joys seem to us like the joys that are sent 
To the wanderer's life, and the gipsy's tent. 

Pant ye for beauty — Oh, where would ye seek 
Such bloom as is found on the tawny one's 

cheek? 
Our limbs that go bounding in freedom and 

health. 
Are worth all your pale faces and colors of 

wealth. 

There's nought to control U3 — we rest or we 

roam; 
Our will is our law, and the world is our home: 
Even Jove would repine at his lot, if he spent 
A night of wild glee in the gipsy's tent. 

FLOW, O MY TEARS! 

Flow, O my tears, and cease not! 
Alas, these your spring- tides increase not! 
Oh, when begin you to swell so high 
That I may drown me in you? 
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WHILE PENSIVE I THOUGHT ON 
MY LOVE. 
Music— at Z. T. Purday's. 
While pensive I thought on my love, 

The moon on the mountain shone bright. 
And Philomel down in the grove 

Broke sweetly the silence of night. 
Oh, I wish'd that the tear-drop would flow, 

But I felt too much anguish to weep; 
Till, worn by the weight of my woe, 
I sunk on my pillow to sleep! 

MeUiought that my love, as I lay. 

His ringlets all clotted with gore. 
In the paleness of death, seem'd to say — 

"Alas, we must never meet more!'' 
Yes, yes, my beloved, we must part; — 

Tlie steel of my rival was true; 
The assassin has struck on that heart 

Which beats with such fervour for you. 



THE DAUGHTERS OF MY SUNNY 
ITALY. 
Music — at Metzler'8. 
Oh, wilt thou brave the waters, 
For a distant home with me? 
Thou hast won me from the daughters 

Of my sunny Italy! 
Though thine eye is not so flashing, 

Nor thy locks so dark as theirs, 
I love thee with a passion 
That every danger dares. 
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m watch thee as a mother, 

When she shields her trembling dove; 
m guard thee as a brother, 

^d with more than brother's love, 
ril sing thee to thy slumbers, 

I'll soothe thee to thy rest. 
And, with music's gentle numbers. 

Assuage the sorrows of thy breast. 

There are cloudless skies to greet us 

In my own sweet, glowing land; i 

And kindred hearts to meet us I 

With a welcome on the strand. ' 

Then, wilt thou brave the waters. 

For a distant home with me? 
Thou hast won me from the daughters j 

Of my sunny Italy. 

NOW SPRING IN ALL HER GLORY. ^ i 

Music at— D'Almaine & Co.'s. 

Now Spring in all her glory. 

With blessings from on high. 
Descends to comfort every heart, 

And gladden ev'ry eve. 
Stem Winter, dark and frowning, 

Has left us for awhile; 
And Spring, with life and vig'rous yoath. 

Does make creation smile. 
The streams, no longer frozen, i 

Their peaceful course pursue; ,1 

And buds and opening blossoms ' 

Receive the morning dew. 
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AWAKE, SWEET LOVE. 

AWAKE, sweet love, thou art retum'd; 
My heart, which long in absence moum'd, 

liives now in perfect ioy ; 
Let lore, which never absent dies, 
Now live for ever in her eyes. 

Whence came my first annoy. 

Only herself hath seemed fair; 

She only I could love; 
She only drove me to despair, 

When she unkind did prove. 
Despair did make me wish to die, 

That I my joys might end: 
She only who did make me fly. 

My state might now amend. 

A WEDDING-DAY'S MISERIES. 
Written by Mr. J. Labern. 

Tune — *' John Jones, the Teetotaller.** 
Mb. Bob Tubbs was a clerk confidendal, 
And to his employers of use was essential; 
He belonged to the firm of "Scrawl, Scribble, 

and Winnit," 
And might always be found at his desk to a 

minute. 
His wages were nearly one hundred per annum, 
Enough for to keep a man tidy in pannum ; 
At mght he would stroll to the "Pestle and 

Mortar," 
And sip his fourpenn Vth of cold gin-and-water. 
Tolde rol, &c. 
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Now, Mr. Bob Tubbs for a long time had 

tarried. 
And now thought 'twas really hJ^ time he'd 

got married. 
One day, it was showery, while going to dinner. 
He met a young damsel, and swore he would 

win her; 
He kindly invited her 'neath his umbrella; 
She, seeing that he was a smart sort oi jfeUer^ 
Accepted his offer, likewise his protection. 
And from that very morning he won her affec- 
tion. Tol de rol, &c 

On Sundays they both went to church in the 
day-time; 

And then in the evening, because it was May- 
time, 

Through fields and through meadows by moon- 
light they rambled, 

And over the haycocks delightftiUy gambol'd. 

At last, the alliance for life was agreed on, 

To take place in London, and then to pro- 
ceed on 

By rail to Southampton, the moment 'twas 
over, 

To live out of town for a few days in clover. 
Tci de rd, <tc* 

At last came the day for their loves to be 

plighted; 
Bob was in raptures. Miss Stabbs was delighted : 
Went to church, got cemented too tight to be 

parted. 
And off in a cab to the railroad they started. 
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Bat scarce had Bob handed his bride in the 
carriage, 

When a darlmess came oyer the bliss of their 
marriage} 

She'd left her new reticule — Oh, vile fore- 
boding! — 

Containing her watch, in the cab which they'd 
rode in. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Nothing would do, but Bob must run back 
again. 

And follow the cabman and cab in his track 
again: 

While Bob through the cabs fmd the coaches 
was darting. 

The sound of the bell tolFd the train was de- 
parting. 

In the ears of poor Bob like a death-knell it 
sounded; 

He rush'd to the station — ^he stood quite 
astounded — 

For the train with his bride in — O horrid power ! 

Was whizzing along twenty- five miles an hour. 
Tol de rol, &c. 

Bob Tubbs tore his hair, caird himself a lost 

cretur; 
But they told him the next train would very 

soon meet her: 
So, ^* as drowning men catch at a straw,'* what 

they told him 
Brought the poor little wretch to himself, and 

consoled him. 
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At last the train started, away went oar hero; 
Arrived at Southampton to look for his dear, Q! 
Bosh'd into each tarem, each hotel, and house 

he, 
like a dog in a fur, in search of his spousey. 
Tol de rol, &c. 

He sconr'd the whole of Southampton in rain, 

sirs; 
Night was adyancing, and so was the rain, sirs; 
His new bridal garments the storm pepper'd 

into, 
And his dandy white moleskins stuck tight 

to his skin, too. 
At length, a stray house he espied in his canter; 
And scarce had rush'd in, when the maid cried 

instanter, 
**Law, Sir, your good lady for you's long been 

weepmg; 
In number three bed-room you'll find her a- 

sleeping. Tol de rol, &c. 

He rush'd to the bed-room, with visions of 

blisses. 
And smother'd the beautiful charmer with 

kisses: 
But instead of his bride, young and blooming 

— more t'other — 
*Twas a toothless old hag, old enough for his 

mother. 
Of course, she scream'd murder— ihe house she 

alarmed, sirs; 
The servants rush'd in, with pokers all arm'd, 

sirs: 
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Tbej bane'^l him down-stairs, ere a word he 

coiud utter, 
And the two chamber-mdds flung him out in 

the gutter. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

A policeman twigg'd him in that situation, 
And was just ahout dragging him off to the 

station, 
When a voice from a lodging-house window 

80 knohby 
Scream'd out, **0 you wretch! — it's my dear 

husband, Bobby." 
Bobjump'd on his legs, just as if he'd been 

bitten; 
Mrs. Tubbs, too, she tore down the stairs like 

a kitten: 
And in spite of his sorrows, his troubles, and 

shady love. 
He the wedding-night spent in the arms of hif 

lady-love. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

NOW, OH NOW. 

Now, oh now, I needs must part, 
Farting though I absent mourn; 

Absence can no joy impart, 
Joy once fled cannot return. 

While I live I needs must love. 
Love lives not when life is gone; , 

Now, at last, despair doth move. 
Love divided loveth none. 
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Sad despair doth drive me hence. 
This despair unkindness sends; 

If that parting be offence. 
It is she which thus offends. 

Dear, when I from thee am gone. 
Gone are all my joys at once; 

I loved thee, and thee alone, 
In whose love I joyed once. 

And although vour sight I leave. 
Sight wherem my joys do lie. 

Till that death do sense bereave 
Never shall affection die. 



O'ER DESERT PLAINS. 

O'er desert plains, and rushy meers. 

And withered heaths I rove; 
Where tree, nor spire, nor cot appears, 

I pass to meet my love. 
But though my paths were damask*d o'er 

With beauties e'er so fine. 
My busy thoughts would fly before. 

To fix alone on thine. 

No fir-crown'd hills could give delight. 

No palace please mine eye; 
No pyramid's aerial height. 

Where mouldering monarchs lie. 
Unmoved should eastern kings advance. 

Could I the pageant see; 
Splendour might catch one scornful glance. 

Not steal a thought from thee. 
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WILT THOU BE MY BRIDE. 

Music — at Chappell's. 

Can a poor village maid love a rover like me, 

Whose pastime is battle, whose home is the sea? 

Will she leave the seclusion that innocence 

loves, 
The vine-cover' d cottage, ihe meadows, and 

groves; 
And choosing my daring and reckless career, 
Will she be the bride of the bold buccaneer? 

Oh, come, my brave maiden! — more gentle I'll 

prove 
Than some who more artfully whisper their love ; 
More proudly my barque o'er the waters shall 

glide. 
When I stand on the deck with my beautiful 

bride; 
And her delicate hand in calm weather shall 

steer 
To a gay summer isle, with her bold buccaneer 



HAIL, QUEEN OF NIGHT. 

Hail, queen of night! — ^thy radiant beam, 

With silver lustre bright, 
The gloom of darkness pierces through. 

And cheers the hours of night. 
Thou dost, when earth is wrapped in peace, 

Thy glorious light display. 
To raise the trav'Uer's drooping heart, 

When on his dreary way. 
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HENCE, CLOUDS, AWAY- 

Qbwcb, clouds, away, and webome, day! 

With night we banish sorrow; 
Sweet air, blow soft, mount, larks, alofit. 

To give my love good-morrow. 
Wings from the wind, to please her mind. 

Notes from the lark 1*11 borrow; 
Bird, plume thy wing, and gaily sing, 

To give my love good-morrow. 



TM QUITE A LADIES' MAN. 

Music— at Z. T. Purday*s. 

(B^ altering the Personal Prcnoun^ tliis song 

may be sung by a Lady,) 

Tm quite a ladies' man — in fact, 

The belles they all declare, 
They never had a beau before 

Who walk*d so militaire. 
Mv whiskers and mustachios too — ' 

Assist their charms who can? — 
It is their fascinations make 
Me quite a ladies' man. 
I am a ladies' man, 
Ha, ha, a ladies' man, 
Tm quite a ladies' man, &c, 

I*m partial to a moonlight walk, 

I like a morning ride. 
With lady Mary Cavendish, 

In all her youth and pride. 
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I lore to lounge in shops, bazaars, 

The larifles there to scan: 
I nerer visit Crockford*8, 

For I am aiadies' man. 

I am a ladies' mao, &c 

*Tis pleasant, when the heart is free, • 

To watch the maiden*s smile — 
To mark her eye-bewitching glance 

The Toothful heart beguile. 
Bat I ean gaae on beauty bright. 

And rd much rather than 
Peru's rich mines were mine to boast, 

Be quite a ladies' man. 

I am a ladies' man, &c. 

Once 1 could live on balmy sighs — 

Twas foolish— I was young; 
I rooke the language of the eyes. 

But now "I've found my tongue/' 
I was a simple lover then; 

Now I've a better plan — 
I flatter, swear, write sonnets, and 

Fm quite a ladies' man. 

I am a ladies' man, &c. 

ENCORE TERSBS. 

I visit married ladies oft — 

Of course, their husbands send 
Card after card; there's not a ball 

That I must not attend. 
And girls with flowing tresses look — 

You know how women can; — 
Breathing soft sighs, which seem to say, 

"Ah! ne's a l^es' man." 
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They send me albums — t^se who know 

What poetry I write; 
Some of them beg my antogFajpfa — 

I'm {^agued from mom till night. 
Deserted lovers frown on me, 

I am their greatest ban; 
Vve fought three duels in a week, 

To be a ladies' man. 

If I am ill, a score of girls 

Come knocking at my door. 
And cards with kind enquiries 

In by the hundred pour. 
I envy not the proudest peer 

Of country or of clan — 
For, Oh, 'tis fortune, honour, Dune, 

To be a ladies' man! 



A SOLDIEE'S GRAVE. 

Music— at Novello's. 

Of all sensations pity brings, 

To proudly swell the ample heart. 
From which the willing sorrow springs, 

In others' grief that bears f^ part. 
Of all sad sympathy's clelights, 

Is manly dignity of grief j 
A joy in mourning that excites, ^ , , ' 

And gives the anxious mind relief! 
Then, stranger, one kind drop be»tO]v^r*- 

'Twere graceful pity, nobly brave* 
Nought ever bade the heart to gl&w, . -[. 

Like tears that 'dew a soldiiar'a graTc. 
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For hard and painfiil is his lot- 
Let dangers come, he brares them all ; 

Valian^ perhaps to be forgot, 
Or undistingnish'd doom'd to fall. 

Yet wrapt in conscious worth secure, 
The world that now forgets his toil, 

He views from a retreat obscure, 
And quits it with a willing smile. 

Then stranger, & ■. 



O NANNY, WILT THOU GANG WF ME. 

O Nanny, wilt thou gang wi' me, 

Nor sigh to leave the flaunting town? 
Can silent glens have charms for thee— 

The lowly cot and russet gown? 
Nae langer drest in silken sheen, 

Nae langer deck*d wi' jewels rare. 
Say, canst Uiou quit each courtly scene. 

Where thou wert fairestiof the fair? 

O. Nanny, when thou'rt far awa', 

Wilt thou not cast a look behind? 
Say, canst thou face the flaky snaw. 

Nor shrink before the winter wind? 
Oh, can that soft and gentle mien, 

Severest hardships learn to bear; 
Kor sad reeret each courtly scene, 

Where thou wert fairest of the fair? 

O Nanny, canst thou love so true, 
Through perils keen wi* me to gae; 

Or when thy swain mishap shall rue, 
To share with him the pang of wae? 
2 A 
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Say, sbotUd disease or pi^ befkll, 
Wilt thou assume the nurse^t oaare; 

Nor wishful those gay scenes reti^ll, 
Where thou wert fairest of the Mr? 

And when at last thy love shiUl die, 

Wilt Uiou receive his parting biee^h? 
Wilt thou repress each strogghng sigh. 

And cheer with smiles the bed of death? 
And wilt thou o'er his much loved clay 

Strew flowers, and drop the tender t<»ar ; 
Nor then regret those scenes so gay. 

Where thou wert fairest of the fair? 



THE SYLPHS OP THE PLOWERS. 

Musio— at Wybrow'f, 
As dawn'd the blush of young «pring-day^ 
The lady sought her flowers gay, 
And saw their blpom in morning light 
Did dewy tears with smiles unite. 
But that sweet lady little knew. 
That in those sparkling globes of dew 
Dwelt watchful sylphs, to guard yornigflowdi^ 
When frown'd the sky of adverse hours: 
Little sylphids glittering bright. 
In their worlds of dewy fight. 
Hover still to guard young floWers, 
Under skies of adverse hours. 

And now harmonious in the bower, ^ 

Eoch sylphid, from his favourite flowfr, 
Sang to the youthful maiden's ear ' ' 

Strains that a maiden well may henr : ■ 
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"Lad^," they sang, *• though flies the dew. 
We still are near, and still are true; 
For ne'er from innocence we rove, 
But guard the blossom heaven doth love." 
little sylphids glittering bright, 
In their worlds of dewy light, 
Hover still to guard young flowers. 
Under skies of adverse hours. 



THE WREClt'D BARQUE. 
Music— «t Balls's. 
O'eb the mighty ocean bound. 

Like a sea-bird haste thy flight; 
Mariner, ho! from the top- mast say, 

Is our native land in sight? 
Eagerly crowding on the deck, 

A hundred seamen stand. 
Whose hearts beat high, as they seek to ca tch 

A glance of their native land. 

A lightning-flash, and a thunder roll. 

And a heavy cloud comes on; 
And a mip^ht^r blast, before whose power 

The quivering masts are gone : 
She strikes, she strikes! — to the j^ats, hurrah: 

A shriek of wild despair! 
Down, dovm she goes, and the ocean gulf 

Hath hush'd the voices there! 

An hour since, and a hundred hearts 

With eager hopes beat high ; 
And eyes that fondly sou^t the shore. 

Have near'd it but to die! 
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The voice of the storm is hush*d; 

The blast is luU'd to a zephyr's breath ; 
And the sea grows calm as an infknt's smile* 

Or the hearts that rest beneath. 

And other barks will tempt the deep, 

As fearlessly and free, 
As if no storm had ever swept 

Along the changing sea. 
Still nerved by hope, hold hearts will brave, 

Forgetful of the past, 
The lightning's flash, the thunder's roar, 

The tempest's mightiest blast 

THERE'S A MAGIC IN THINE EYE. 
Music— at T. WiUiams'i. 
There's a magic in thine eye, love. 

Which seems a soul of light; 
There's a music in thy sigh, love, 

More sweet than lutes at night. 
Oh, thy every word's a song, love. 

Thy every breath, a rose; 
For they steal thy lips along, love, , 

And scent them as they close. 

I shall ne'er forget the day, love, 

When first I heard thee sing — 
Oh, 'twas like the young bird^ lay, love, 

That wakes the infant spring; 
For the murmurs from thy lips, love. 

Came faintly sweet to me. 
As the sound of oar that dips, love. 

At moonlight in the sea. 
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THE RED COATS. 

- Bfti8ic~at Novello's. 
WhqBn the soldiers so gaily march into a town. 
The market-place lined with these sons of 

renown, 
Gives new life to the fair, while each won- 
dering clown 
With snrprise and delight is struck dumb. 
The billets are signed, to their quarters convey'd, 
They instantly set np the foraging trade; 
From the rofl-call, at morning and evening's 
parade, 
Till "Go to bed, Tom" beats the drum. 

The officers pay their devoirs to the fair, 

And make good their quarters, their favours 
to share; 

They attend the squire's lady and smart 
Mrs. Mayor, 
And they vacantly whistle and hum. 

And they draper and leer, and they lounge and 
they loll; 

For they all wear red coats, and are hand- 
some and tall : 

And they follpw the fiddle all night at the ball. 
And next morning they follow the drum. 

The sergeants, the chambermaids try to seduce, 
Molly Bar wins the corporal, so neat and so 

spruce; 
While the clowtis' wives and daughters, in- 
clined to a truce. 
With the soldiers to parley soon come. 
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Entertainments go forward* joy lights up each 

face; 
For they march with a stmt, and they dance 

with a grace — 
Martial law now acknowledged throughout the 

whole place. 
They to nothing attend but tHe drum. 

Now the rout is arriyed, and the nintares all 

cease; 
Farmers, glad to their souls they have got a 

release. 
Go and carefiilly lock up their daugbtors and 



While the females look ererywhere ghim. 
Strange tows and quaint oaths joia t£d kind 

parting cup, 
While sighing and sobbing are mix*d with 

each sup. 
And the officers gay to the window look up. 
And march off to the sound of the drum. 



THE BRIDE'S FAREWELL. 
Music—at T. Williams'a. 

Farewell, mother! — tears are streaming 

Down thy pale and tender cheek'; 
I, in gems and roses gleaming. 

Scarce this sad farewell may speak. 
Farewell, mother! — now I leave thee — 

Hopes and fears my bosom swell — 
One to trust who may deceive me — 

Farewell, mother, fare thee well! 
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Farewell, father!— thou art smiling. 

Yet there's madness on thy brow, 
Winning we from that beguiling 

Tenderness to which I go. 
Farewell, father! — thou did'st bless me, 

Ere my lips thy name could tell — 
He may womd who should caress me — 

Father, guardian, fare thee well! 

Farewell, sister! — thou art twining 

Round me in affection deep, 
Wishing joy, but ne'er divining 

Why "a blessed bride*' should weep. 
Farewell, sister! — have wc ever 

Suffer'd wrath our breasts to swell — 
B*er gave looks or words that sever? — 

Sister, dearest, fare thee well! 

Farewell, brother! — thou art brushing 

Gently off these tears of mine. 
And my wayward grief thou'rt hushing — 

Can I e'er meet love like thine! 
Farewell, brave and gentle brother, 

Thou more dear than words may tell ! 
Father, mother, sister, brother. 

All beloved ones, fare ye well! 

ALBERT AND GERALDINB. 

WRITTEN BY W. BENNETT, ESQ. 
Murio — at Lavenu's. 
Wake, Geraldine — thou'rt slumbering now, 
Unmindful of thy morning vow; 
The veil of night is o'er my prow — 
Wake Geraldine, awake. 
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The sentinel on yonder shore 
Will nerer hear a muffled oar; 
The moon lights up her lamp once more — 
Wake, Geraldine, awake. 

On every turret wall and keep, 
The careless guards are lost in^Jeep, 
Lull'd by the murmurs of the de^i^ 

And drowsy with their wine. 
Ah, let me now thy slumbers break, 
Eie morning dawns, for Albert's sfUie; 
Awake, dear Geraldine, awake. 

Be mine, sweet maid, be mine. 

The star of eve sends forth a beam. 
To view thy shadow on the stream; 
Then rouse thee from thy lengthened dreaiu. 

Wake, lovely sleeper, wake. 
And long ere evening's gloom shall lower, 
ril bear thee past the tyrant's powdr. 
And wed thee for thy beauty's dower — 

Wake, Geraldine, awake. 



THE WAEFU' HEART. 
Mnsio— at Doff and Hod8on*s. 
Gin living worth could win my heart. 

Ton won'd na speak in vain; 
But in the darksome g^ve it's laid. 

Ne'er, ne'er to rise again. 
Mywaefii* heart lies low wi' his, 

Whose heart was only mine; 
Oh, what a heart was that to lose! — 

But I maun ne'er repine. 
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Yet, oh, gin heaven in mercy soon 

Would grant the boon I crave, 
And take this life, novv naething worth, 

Sin' Jamie's in his grave! 
And see, his gentle spirit comes, 

To show me on my way, 
Surprised, nae doubt, I still am here — 

Sair wondering at my stay ! 

I come, I oome, my Jamie dear, 

And, oh» wi' what gade will! 
I follow wheresoe'er vou lead, 

Ye canna lead to ill 
She said, and soon a deadlie pale 

Her faded cheek possest — 
Her waefu' heart forgot to beat. 

Her sorrows sunk to rest! 



THE PLACE WHERE I WAS BORN. 
Music — at Ransford's. j 

Near the church upon the hill, f 

Near the brook beside the mill, I 

Near the trees with forest hue, 
First my infant breath I drew; 
Where the flowers the hills adorn, 
'Tis the place where I was bom. 

Where I sportively did play. 
In the merry month of May; 
Where the pretty birds did sing. 
And the merry peals did ring; 
There I view'd the waving com. 
Near the place where I was bora. 
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Where the Beeey flock doUi feed^ 
In the fertile grassy mead^ 
Thither would my footsteps- rove. 
To the place I fondly love; 
There the birds proclaim l^e morn, 
In the place where I was bom. 

There I spent my early hours. 
All among the scented flowers; 
There I form*d my first conceit, 
There my youthful friends would meet: 
Oh, my heart shall never scorn 
The lovely place where I was bom. 



OUR OWN VILLAGE BAND. 

Written by Mr. J. H. JewelL 

You may argue with me of your London delights, 

OF all your gay doings, of all your fine sights. 

Of your op'ras, your concerts, and such base 

alloys. 
To make up a part of an Englishman*^ joys: 
I would ask you, if happiness e'er you can find 
Where the pleasure is all for the eye, not the 

mind? — 
^h, give me a snug nook in our own fertile laxM, 
Where each eve I may list to our own village 

band. 

Now, what of an evening can seem half so g&y 
As to sit near some streamlet to hear the bftnd 

Where ^ay lads and lasses, with jovial vmn^ 
Ajid smiles of real pleasure, trip light o'er the 
green; 
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When the old squire saunters adown the rude 

path, 
Andit iojs him to hear the sweet village girls 

laugh, 
And he smiles at their doings so courteous and 

bland, 
As he lists to the sound of our own viUage band? 

Then, our goodly old vicar ne'er fails to be there. 
When no claimant hath he for his spiritual care ; 
And his two lovely daughters so plainly attired, 
Who bv peer and by peasant alike are admired. 
Oh, I love to be with them to share in their 

mirth. 
And to sport near the cottage, the place of my 

birth; 
No matter the pastime, we join heart and hand. 
And we dance to the sound of our own village 

band. 

Though we boast not acquaintance with all 
the fine airs, 

Of Italians, or Germans, or others — ^who cares? 

There's something more healthful 'bout such 
tunes, I ween, 

Afl "The Roast Beef of England" and "God 
aave the Queen:" 

"Rule Britannia" and many that sure bear a part, 

like "The Old House at Home," to an Eng- 
lishman's heart — 

Ob, Uiese are ihs tones which, though slight, 
appear grand. 

When played with lame gust by our own village 
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CORN RIGGS. 
I Music— at B&II9 and Smk'n. 

Mt Patie is a lover gay, 

His mind is never mud^; 
His breath is sweeter than new hay. 
His face is fair and mddy. 

His shape is handsome, middle size. 

He's stately in his walking; 
The shining of his een sorpnae, 

*Tis heaven to hear him talking. 

Last night I met him on a bawk« 
Where yellow corn was growing. 

There mony a kindly word he spake. 
That set my heart a glowing. 

He kissM and vow'd he wad be mine. 

And lo'ed me best of ou^; 
That gars me like to sing sinsyne, 

*• Oh, corn riggs are bonny." 

WHEN THE CHEEREUL LOG WAS 
BURNING. 
Muiic— at Balk's. 
Hail to the eve, when a welcome we give 

To the friends we hold most dear; 
When we laugh at the jest of each happy guest 

Who partakes of our homely cheer. 
In each well-known face, good humour we trace. 

All thoughts of sorrow spnmingr 

All hearte are Hght, all eyes are bright. 

When the cheerful log is burning. 
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Hail to the night, when the ^ed recite 

All the hair-brain*d feats ofyouth; 
All the deeds they have done, and the nymphs 
they have won. 

With an air <^ honest truth : 
" Oh, oh," quoth the dame, ** a day I could name. 

When one poor heart was mourning; 
Till T, poor things bade him go bu^ the ring, 

When the cheerful log was burmng." 

Hail to the time when the merry bells chime, 

And we open wide the door. 
Not alone to the guest whom dame Fortune 
hath bless'd. 

But her hapless children, the poor. 
On this joyous night, all hearts should be light, 

On earth no soul be mourning; 
While innocent mirth encircles the hearth, 

Where the cheerful log is burning. 



GEORGE BARNWELL. 
31 u«io— At Wybiow'B. 
In cheapside there lived a merchant, 
A man he was of wery great fame; 
And he had a handsome ^prentice, 
GwiTgy Barnwell was his name. 

Fol de riddle, &c. 

This youth he was both good and pious, 

Dutiful beyond all doubt; 
And he always suy'd vithin doors, 

'Cause his master yo\^ldn*t let him go out. 
Fol de riddle, &c. 
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A vicked voman of the towD, s&r, 

On him cast a vistfiil eye; 
And she came in the shop one morning 

A flannel petticoat to boy. 

Fol de nddle, &c. 

Vhen she had paid him down the money, 
She gied his hand a very hard squeeze, 

Vich so frightened Georgy Barnwell 
That toffether knocked his knees. 

^ Fol de riddle, &c. 

Then she left her card, whereon was written, 

" Mary Millwood does intreat 
That Muster Barnwell would call and see her. 

At number two, in Dyot-street," 

Fol de riddle, &c. 

Now, as soon as he had shut the shop up. 
He Tent to this naughty dicky-bird; 

And vhen he vent home next morning, 
Blow me if he could say a vord. 

Fol de riddle, &c. 

Now, soon this voman did persuade him, 

Vith her fascinating pipes. 
To go down into the country, ^ 

And let loose his uncle's tripes. 

Fol de riddle, &c. 

There his uncle he found in tiie croTe, »r# 
Studying hard at his good books; 

And Georgy Barnwell went and stuck turn, 
All among the crows and rooks. , , ' 

Folde riddle, ,&o,;i 
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Vhen Millwood found he'd got no monej. 

Not so much as to boy a jewel. 
She Tent diat Tery day and peach'd him — 

Now, vas not that 'ere Tery cruel? 

Fol de riddle, &c. 

At her fate no one lamented, 

3Sat ereryfoody pitied hisen — 
Vhen out come the cruel hangman. 

To put the cord about his wizzen. 

Fol de riddle, &c. 

Hie merchant's darter died^soon arter; 

Tears she shed, but spoke no Tords: 
So all young men, I pray, take Taming — 

Don t go with the naughty dicky-binis. 

Fol de riddle, &c. 



KOUND. 

LoYE fain did try to seTer ^endship's chain, 
But as he broke the links, they join'd again : 
Now, Friendship with Love united still remain. 



RULE, BRITANNIA. 

Mario — at D'Almaine's. 
When Britain first, at HeaTen^s command. 

Arose from out the azure main. 
This was the charter of the land, 

And guardian angeh sung this strain : 
"Rule, Britannia 1 Britannia rules the waTesI 
Britons neTer shall be slaves I 
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The nations not so blest as thee, 
Mast in their turn to tyrants fall; 

Wliilst thou shalt flourish, great and free. 
The dread and envy of them all. 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 

Still more maiestio shalt thon rise, 

More dreadful from each foreien stroke; 

As the loud blast that tears the skies 
Senres but to root thy native oak. 

Bule, Britannia, Sec 

Thee haughty tyrants ne'er shall tame; 

All their attempts to bend thee down 
Will but arouse thy generous flame. 

And work their woe and thy renown. 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 

To thee belong the rural reign; 

Thy cities shall with commerce shine; 
All thine shall be 'the subject main, 

And erery shore it circles, thine. 

Rule, Britamua, 8cm. 

The ?\ru8es, still with freedom found. 
Shall to thy happy coast repair:-* 

Blest isle, with matchless beauty crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 

A CAICH. 

Oh, now away we rattle, 
Jolly dogs and stylish catile, 
Crack whip, and dash away ! 

Digifeed by Google 



PUPiri44R 80WCI8. 869 

COME WITH MB TO FAIBY LAND. 

Music— at Allcroft's. 
Come with me to fairy land; 

I will sing, thou shalt dance : 
There, as though by magic wand. 
Life shall seem a trance; 
Suns ever shining 
Shall shed around their golden beams; 

Flowers ever twining 
Shall g^itly ware o'er silver streams. 

Come with me, &c. 

Music shall float on the soft zephyr's wing, 
Borne from many a flower-guarded cell. 

Where the fairies in raptures sing 

Songs that will weave o'er thy senses a spell. 
Come with me, &c. 

Boving through shades where the dews kiss 
our feet, 
ril deck thee with gems that are bright as a 
star ; 
Joy shall be thine in our fairy retreat — 
Say, wik thou eoflae in my bright golden car? 
Come with me, &c. 

THE LEARNED MAN. 

Written by Mr. J. Brutoa; and song by Bfr. J. W. 
Sharp, at Tulley's Bazaars, GraveseDd & Portsmouth. 

Since the distant day I prattled o'er 
The horn-book and the battledore. 
What mu^y tomes Tve rattled o'er. 
And yet rve scarce began. 

2B 
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Then, if Tve volubilitjr, 
ril tell with what facility 
And wondrous ability 

Tve studied, if I can. 
If of your views I an^ fit, 

ni tell you in a trice, 
How you'll derire great benefit 

By taking my advice. 
First shake off all timidity. 
Apply with due solidity. 
Eschewing every quiddity. 

To be a learned man. 

Commence with etymology, 

Go next to geneology. 

Your head fill with chronology, 

(Although it be a ban) ; , 
Then so next to ontology, 
And pTiysico-theology, 
Observing strict philology — 

GrO wrcmg you never can. 
Mix up no lampoonery 

In aught you say or do. 
And let no vile buffoonery 

E'er emanate firom you. 
If you touch on the tnajestical, 
Celestial, or terrestrial, 
Let it not be at a christieal. 

To be a learned man. 

If you*d display chirography. 
In any one's biography, 
Look well to geography. 
And times and dates well, scan ._j 
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AntedeluTian history, 

Of mythology the mystery, 

Theogany consistory, 

To study be your plan ; 
And if past mediocrity 

In wisdom you would soar. 
Go on with all alacrity. 

And search for fiirther lore. 
Then turn to botanology, 

Give a glance at mineralogy, 
And ditto ichtheology. 

To be a learned man. 

Learn alchemy by particle, 
Therapeutics every article, 
And pharmacy cathc^tical 

Or emeticaf you can ; 
But there's yet a multiplicity 
Of et ce/eras, electricity, 
Computation with felicity, 

0*er which 1 have not ran. 
Architecture and ichnoCTaphy, 

And dioptrics you will learn ; 
From cosmography, to topography 

And mechanism turn ; 
Forms of government, theocracy. 
And that one termed democracy. 
Not forgetting gynocracy, 

To be a learned man. 
ADDITIONAL VEB8E8 BY MR. A. MANCLABK. 
To oratory turn your mind. 

And diacoustics you will find 
Will with each other be combined. 

If a public life*s your plan : 
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And then, as yon pro^essive be. 
Mind that you don't digressive beir 
But let your looks expressive be — 

Go wrong you never can. 
Didactics, £alectLcs, 

And orthoepy you'll learn, 
Taking care that inccmsistency 

And discongruity you spurn. 
Then let originality. 
Ideality, causality. 
Be blended with morality. 

To be a learned man. 

Then go next to astrography. 
But skipping adenography. 
Take lessons in stenography. 

And practice when you can ; 
Avoiding all tautology — 
Of no use is amphibSogy, 
But come bump on phrenology* 

And all its points well scan. 
And you must get anthology 

Implanted on your mind ; 
Astronomy, astrology 

By you must be defined. 
Ana don*t be egotistical. 
But by your knowledge stand or fiJl ; 
And when you've learnt this budget all, 

You U be a learned man. 



THE POBEST EANGEB. 
Mosie— at Leoni L«a*s. 
Hark, hai^ I 'tis the bugle's loud fottiiding, 
lie call of the hunters resofindkig : 
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I'hrough moorland and vale, 

ThrougH forest and dale, 
How sweetly the echos are bounding. 

At the dawning of day, 

To the chase let's away, 
Till, with our bright spears, the deer shall be 

slain ; 
Then onward we'll roam to the forest again. 
Hark, hark, &c 

The red deer, his covert defending. 
With the hunters is fiercely contending : 

They strike, and he flies ; 

They pursue him, he dies. 
As the forest's rude path he's descending. 

Then hurrah for the spoil 

Each has won with his toil ! 
And the forester bold will again gaily roam. 
To meet the sweet smiles of his dear happy 

home. 



THE MUSICAL WIFE. - 

SUNG BY MR. J. PABBT. 
Music — at Lonsdale's. 
How I wish that my wife would not practice all 
day! 
My head, it,is ready to splits- 
It snows, so I cannot get out of her way. 
But at home all the morning must sit. 
How little I thought, when I first heard her 
sing, 
And hung o'er her harp with dalight, 
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The sorrows a musical partner might bring. 

Who would practice from morning till mgh^ 
Oh, beware, young men, of a musical wife. 
For Eliza's fine voice is the plague of my Efe. 

** Eliza, my love, I've a letter to write — 

Pray, cease for a moment, my dear! " 
" Good heavens! " she cries, *' you forget ihat 
to night 

Tamburini and Herz will be here. 
Lord William has promised to bring his gmtaf. 

Captain Warble will play on the Hute ; 
So Vm trying a second to * Young Lochinvaf,* 

Which Miss Scott will perform on her lute I" 
Oh, beware, youn^ men, of a musical wife. 
For Eliza's fine voice is the plague of my life* 

Last week, in the Commons, on Tuesday^s 
debate. 

We never divided till three ; 
When, tired and exhausted, I hurried home 
, late, 

How I long*d for a cup of green tea! 
But, alas! neither tea nor repose could I ge^ 

For Rubini and Galli were there, 
And my wife was performing a fav'rite quartet, 

So I went to the club in despair. 
Oh, beware, yoim^ men, of a musical wife, 
For Eliza's fine voice is the plague of my lUb; 

A bishopric vacant, the minister wrote 

To offer my brother the see ; 
I was out, so the messenger carried Ws note 

To Eliza, whilst singing a glee. 
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But, surrounded, alas I by her musical choir, 
My wife could not think of my brother; 

So the Premier's dispatch was toss'd into the fire, 
And the see it was giv'n to another. 

Oh, beware, young men, of a musical wife, 

For Eliza's fine voice is the plague of my life. 

Yet they tell me, alas! that I ought to be blest, 

In a wife with so perfect an ear — 
Deaf husbands, O knew ye the blessings of rest^ 

Ye would ne'er be so anxious to hear! 
I, alas ! have discovered my folly too late — 

Take warning by me whilst you can ; 
When you hear a fine voice, oh, remember my 
fate !— 

Vm a wretched, unfortunate man ! 
€^, beware, youn^ men, of a musical wife, 
Por Eliza's fine voice is the plague of my life. 



A line old plant is 
THE IVY GREEN. 

SUNG BY BTR. WQOLF. 
Mttsic^at Tollcien'8. 
jOh, a darling plant is the Ivy green. 
That crawls on the broken wall 
Of the ruin'd abbey or fort, I ween, 
Or the baron's dismantled hall! 
How bJeak so e'er the convent isle, 

Or dark the castle keep, 
He ferv^tlv hugs the mould'ring pile. 
Though all around him sleep. 
Creeping where bold hearts have been, 
A fine dd plant is the Ivy green. 
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Though pensive he dwells in the gloomy meek 

Of the monk's or chieftain's tower, 
Yet, smiling in verdure, he'll fondly deck 

The joyous and festive hower. 
He clings to the church, and the tombs we 
adore. 
Whose spirits are gather'd above j 
The squire's proud mansion, the cottager's door. 
He circles in friendship and love. 
Creeping where no strife is seen, 
A fine old plant is the Ivy green. 

Since Time first began his stealthy career. 

How many his victims have been ! 
But the ivy yet lives without sorrow or fear. 

And is still ever hearty and green. 
The warrior shall perish, his fortress shall Ml, 

And the beauty relinquish her charms ; 
But the ivy will trium{>h over them all. 

And flourish in ruins and storms. 
Creeping on to times unseen, 
A fine old plant is the Ivy green. 

I NEVEIi BELIEVE WHAT I HEAR. 

Music— at Lousdale's. 
Mt dear Lady Mary, you begg'd me to call. 

And tell you the news of the day; 
So, as I've been chatting with good Mrs. Hall, 

I thought rd step over the way. 
She always has plenty of stories to tell. 

But one, alas! grieves me, my dear; 
For I know both the parties exceedingly well— 

But never believe what I hear. 
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Tou know Captain Douglas, who married Miss 
Brown, 

And who seem'd so devoted and true; — 
Well, they quarrell'd the moment they got out 
of town, 

For he found out his wife was a Bhie. 
So he tum'd out a flirt, and, I'm sorry to add, 

Mrs. Douglas grew jealous, mj dear ; 
And her temper, Uieysay,is80 shockingly bad — 

But I never believe what I hear. 

She told me besides that Lord Archibald Grey 

Is to marry his cousin at last; 
'Tis a very bad match — for Tm sorry to say 

That for years he's been living too fast. 
To pay off his debts, his estates must be sold — 

He once had ten thousand a year; 
But the Jews were too sharp for his Lordship, 
I'm told — 

But I never believe what I hear. 

TU a very sad business (if true), this affair 

Betwixt Emily Bland and Lord John; 
I thought she was brought up too well, I declare. 

To elope with a poor younger son. 
So prudent she seem'd, so retir'd and demure. 

Mothers call'd her a pattern, my dear: 
After all, to elope with Lord John, to be sure — 

But I never believe what I hear. 

Oh, could you have thought it, that gay Lady 
Ann 

Is a good solier wife after all? — 
But then she has married a sensible man. 

Who wont let her go to a ball. 
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They say he's a very supeiior aindv "* ^ 
Though some think his noUoDS aire queer; 

And Tve heard it just whisperVl he^s not vinry 
kind — 
Bat I never believe what I hear. 

Yet, between you and I, dear, I wi£^ Mes, Hall 

Had not such a scandalous tongue; 
For, amidst her old fiiends, there's not one, 
after all, 

Whose praise she e*er willingly ecmg. 
But yet I confess that I love a good chat, 

*Ti8 so very amusing, my dear;— 
Though 'tis scandal and gossip, what signifies 
that?— 

For I never believe what I hear. 



OUR VILLAGE DAYS. 
Music — at Tolkien*8. 
Our village days, our village days I 

Dear theme to those who prize 
light hearts and innocence, whose ways 

Shine out from brightest eyes! 
Who longs not for the bright green fields— 

The perfume of the breeze? 
What heart is there which never yields 
To thoughts as soft as these? 

Our village days, &c. 

'Tis sweet to ponder o'er the past, 

And weave again tho sp^l 
Which in yo^th'8 days had boqnd us hfit^c 

By chains we love full weU. 
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Our firs# pore love, and each fair dream 

A6^Ck>tt made so gay, 
C<m^ o'ey'tbe sonl again, and seem 
V tike joys of yesterday. 

Onr village days, &c. 

The <t<^ttage amiling on the plain. 

Gay bands of young and old ; 
The reapers laugh, the creaking wain. 

With all its store of gold ; 
The daiDoe at eve, the merry song. 

The vritohing tale of fays : 
Such lent a charm, and dwelt among 

The stenet of village days. 

Our Tillage days, &c. 

THE THAMES TUNNEL. 

WRITTEN Airik SUNG BY MR. JAMES BRUTON. 

Music — at Metzler's. 

Hail, hail Brunei ! great architect! who, 
without fear or quaking, 

Have to completion brought at last your won- 
drous undertaking: 

YouTl say with Shakspere, having got through 
mud, and sand, and sediment, 

"Thus far into the earth have we march'd on 
without impediment" 
Hail, great Brunei I — ^the Tunnel is the 
wonder of the world just now. 

HiB starting was most difficult, but he was not 

relaxing it ; 
Thotigh in the ground he lost hia way^ he 

always kept on axing it i 
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Bit by bit, be crawrd along, though met by ills 

a score, sit* ; 
Quite bent on going the whc^ bog-^or rather 

the whole bore^ sir. • 

Hail, great Brunei, &o. 

In short, he's been, ail through the worA, a 

daring yet a cool boy ; 
He was a tutor, and he drilled the earth just 

like a schoolboy : 
Unruly was the child at first, though obedieQco 

soon did follow ; 
He gave it a good cutting, and then produced a 

hollow. 

Hail, great Brunei, &c. 

Oh, many times old Father Thames has really 

been obstropolous. 
And once or twice he's been ashore, to yisit 

the metropolis : 
He's many things to ruffle him— to put him in f^ 

tortor ; 
I think he's something on his brain, and I dape 

say 'tis water. 

Hail, great Brunei, &c. 

One night he woke was from his sleep, by a 

noise that he did wonder at; 
Then up be started in his bed, resolved on 

peeping under it: 
He found some men secreted there ; so he 

began a-wrangling. 
And gave them all a washing, and very near a 

mangling. 

Hail, great Brunei^ &c. 
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He saw- they meant to do him wrong, so made 

up his mind, like winking, 
To change this ^oolm^ capital into capital a* 

sinking ; 
And that no nonsense he would stand, he gave 

them all a token soon — 
That if they ran upon his banks, why, they 

should find them broken soon. 

Hail, great Brunei, &c. 

Bat can we wonder the old boy will oft take 

an improper whim. 
With so much undermining work, and so much 

craft o* top of him? 
At last, he sinks down in despair, nor grumbles 

if they plunder him : 
So, you see, they have got over him, and all by 

getting under him. 

Hail, great !&runel, &c. 

But Brunei is a iiinny dog, though with a stiff 

or starch way ; 
He tells the shareholders that their cash, he's 

sunk it in an arch way. 
They don't exactly see the joke, for it's gone 

just like a drop o' tea ; .^ 

Though they've the privilege left them still of 

walking through their property. 

Hail, great Brunei, &c 

Then, hail Brunei ! great architect I — may 

sorrow never shade your lot. 
Enjoying idl the honours that by a hicky spadi 

you've got : — 
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Toby, that great learned pig, a pemiy tutia %6 

view, sir ; ♦ 

And this, the greatest bort since t^n, is new 

a penny too, sir. [Hail, &c. 



THE MEBBT BELLS OF ENGLAKD*.. 
Musio— at Ran8fonl*s. 
O THB meny bells of England! I love to hear 

them sound 
The gladsome chime of olden ^ time^ that 

spreadeth joy around. 
They ring from moss-clad steeples andd the 

cottaee band. 
And send their sound of revelry o'er all our 

happy land ; 
They sound from stately edifice, from many an 

old church tower — 
The rich and poor alike can feel the influence 

of their power : * ^ 

To every heart their tones impart fimd mem'ry 's 

dearest spells ; i ' 

For a Briton's native music is old England's 

merry bells. 

O the merry bells of England, &c 
1 
O the merry bells of England ! their chimes 

ring loud and free, 
To hail asain of land or main some t(^ell- 

fought victory : 
For England's brave, in honoui'S gtave, their 

music seems to say. 
The meim'ry of your glonoos deeds shall ne*«>^ 

pass away. • i. ---'i ' 
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And oft, Uh^ ring the village bells to hail the 

wedded pair, 
When nnplial vows the twain have bound 

' love's heart and home to share : 
There's not a sound can e*er resound, in which 

such rapture dwells 
As in Britain^s native music, old England's 
merry bells. 

O the merry bells of England, &o. 

O the merry bells of England ! what rapture 

fills the scene, 
When their joyous peal, the day reveals, the 

birth&y of our queen ; 
As mid their shout the tones ring out, and 

voices dear and gay 
Proclaim a nation's homage, on Victoria's natal 

day. 

may they sound, as time comes round, and 

fill with joy the air, 
On many a happ^ birthday of old England's 

choicest mnr! 
There's nought a people's loyalty more truly 

clearly tells, 
Than a Briton's native music, old England's 

m^ry bells. 

the merry bells of England, &c. / 

A FORESTER'S LIFE FOR ME. 

Music— at Ransford's. 
A forbstbb's life for me. 
Under the greenwood tree ! 
TherOr free ham all care, and trouble, and strifii, 

1 pass a merry and joyous life. 
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On a smiling mom, I lore to rove 
To the pearly brook or shady grove ; 
And at the noontide's burning heat^ 
I court a serene and calm retread : 
At eve, when all is hush'd and still, 
I seek my cave near a murm'ring rill. 

Oh, a forester's life for ime. Sec. 

A forester's life for me, 
Under the greenwood tree! 
I envy no king, nor the i»roudest iord. 
Nor the wealthiest miser with alt nis hoard ; 
For what can they boast, compared with me, 
"Who live a life so happy and free. 
The troubles and cares that encircle the great 
Arc unknown to me in my lone retreat : 
With my chosen band, so dear to me, 
I pass my hours in social glee. 

Oh, a forester's life for me, &c 



PERHAPS IT'S AS WELL AS IT IS. 

WRITTEN BT JAMBS BRUTON, K8Q. 
Music— at Wjhroyr*%. 
By my pa' and ma' I am styled 
A wicked little madcap wild ; 
They advise me in wedlock to fix, 
And to leave off my tomboy tricks. 
Though scarcely oJ twenty turned. 
Yet offers by dozens I've spurn'd — 
And perhaps it's as well as it is. 

My first was an ancient youth,. 
Who ofier'd his gold and his troth : 
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Taocept of the last I was loth. 
But I couldn't have one without both ; 
My hand to the swain would I gire, 
But then he for years might live— ^ 
So perhaps it's as well as it is. 

My next was a young man of wealth. 
Who to church once convey 'd me by stealth ; 
But e'er I'd said "love and obey," 
My mama came and bore me away ; 
Cried she, "Girl, what would you have done? 
That man's but a younger son." 
So perhaps it's as well as it is. 

Bat, g^nts, now what am I to do? 
My sad case I most leave to you : 
I vow I'll be steady and staid. 
If yon wont let me die an old maid. 
There's a dear youth sits there I adore — 
1 could, but I dare not say more ; 
But perhaps it's as well as it is. 



DORSETSHIRE HOUSE. 

Music—at Lonsdale'f. 

All the world has been ask'd to the party to 
night; 
Twill be the most brilliant display of the 
year: 
Mrs. Greorge will be there* though her daugh- 
ter's a fright. 
And Lady Jane Rook, with her three girls, 
I hear; 

2 ; 
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Mrs. Candour's inyited, though nor one knows 
why. 
And that forward, detestable, litUe Miss 
Rouse— 
What can be the reason my daughter and I 
Alone are excluded from Dorsetshire Houa%? • 

My daughter is handsome, no girl's so well 
drest — 
Her gowns alone cost me five hundred a 
year; 
'Mongst the waltzers at Almack's she's reckon'd 
the'best. 
And the women all envy her figure, I hear: 
Tet, despite of her beauty, she oR;en sits by. 
Whilst the men are all* crowding round 
little Miss Bouse; 
She is sure to be ask'd— whilst my daughter 
and I 
Are always excluded from Dorsetshire 
House. 

Ev'ry week I have called on his niece at his 
doorj 
I have ask'd all his cousins to dinner in torn ; 
Left my card with his sisters: what can I do 
more, 
Since they never have vinted toe in retam? 
I don't care for the ball; but you all will a^rree 
'Tis enough to proToke one, when Uttie 
Miss Rouse 
Comes sneeringly up to my daughter and m(e>*— 
" Of course, I shall meet you at Dorsetshire 
House!" 
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*Ti8 in Tain that we open our house all the year, 

And give entertainments of every sort; 
B^ye a box at the Opera, on tiie best tier, 
And are seen at the balls and the parties at 
Court: 
In spite of it all, still my daughter and I 
Ajre doomed to neglect; whilst that little 
^Css Rouse 
Has the world at her feet, and, I cannot tell 
why. 
She is always invited to Dorsetshire House. 

I would give up my efforts, abandon each 
hope. 
And try to grow callous to every slight; 
But I cannot ^idure that we only should mope, 
When the town is all radiant with joy fuid 
delight. 
They tell me my girl (and I think they are 
right; 
Shares the heart of a Marquis with little 
Miss Bouse — 
Oh, he M^ht have proposed to my dsiUghter 
to-mght, 
Had we been but invited to Dorsetshire 
House! 

There's a rap at the door! — Oh, perhaps 'tis a 
card: 
I am trembling with hope, and I'm breath- 
less with fear — 
Na^, 'tis only a note : Oh, my fate is too hard ! 
Then we shall not be.ask'd to this party, 'tis 
clear. 
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But what do I read?— Oh, rm ready to fell I— 
The Marquis is goiug^ to martj Hiss 
Bouse t ! 
She tells me 'twas settied last week at the ball, 
From which we were excluded at Dorset- 
shire House! 



THE DISBANDED YEOMAN'S 

LAMENT. 

Music— at Lonsdale**. 

Is the earliest dream of my boyhood, thefi, 
vanished? 
Am I doom'd ne*er to arm for my oountry 
again? 
From our plains must the soul-stirring trumpet 
be banished. 
And loyalty glow in our bosoms in vain? 
Here, my sons, take this sword, which your 
fathers haTe worn; 
Lay it by with each relic held sacred of old. 
When true freedom look'd down o#rebelfiicm 
with scorn, 
And our country was saved — for her states- 
men were bold. 

Though it now be deem'd useless, with loud 
shouts of gladness, 
It once scared th'invaders away from our 
shore; 
Whilst Europe, enslaved, cursed her f<^tters in 
madness. 
As Britain alone stood unconquerM of yore. 
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Ye»f take it, my sons; and when nothing 
remains 
Of the old yeoman's name, save his children 
alone. 
If one drop of his blood shall still glow in your 
▼eins. 
Too will rally Tor aye round the altar and 
throne. 

These grey hairs may perish, that witnessed 
our gloipr, 
When Britain was guarded by Nelson and 
Pitt; 
And her Wellington's name may live only in 
story. 
With the Statesmen who ne'er would to 
rebels submit: 
But still we may pray that the spirit they 
woke 
In the breasts of her sons, may ne'er slumber 
again; 
And that heroes unborn, whilst these names 
they invoke, 
May ne'er raise the proud flag of their 
country in vain ! 

E'en thus though the boast of our sires be 
denied us, 
'Neath Britain's loved colours to fight for our 
Queen, 
We are plants of the soil; and though plaoe- 
raen deride us. 
She ne'er will forget what the yeoman hath 
been. 
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Then, farewell! my comrades; — whateT^rb^de 
us, 
Disbanded, dispersed, though we wander 
alone. 
Let us pray to the God of our fathers to guide 
us, 
And watch o'er our country, her altar, ftnd 
throne! 

BEAMS AND THE DRAMA. 

WRITTEN BY MR, J. H. J^WEIX. — SUNG BY 
MR. J. W. 8HARPE. 

" The Drama's laws, the Drama's patrons give ; 
For we must die to please, and please to Uve." 

Air— "Dicky Birds." 

* Comparisons are odious," for so I have heard 

say; 
Yet I will prove a dram'skop*8 like the plctyers 

and the play ; 
Abounding in such dramas as no manager could 

slight. 
But such as he would like to have, and produce 

every night. 
So listen to my song, and Fm sure you all 

will say, 
That well I prove the dram-shop's Hke the 

players and the play. 

Some dramas thev have spirit in, while others 

are at fault. 
And people call them heavy, like the produce 

of our malt; 
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While otkers have some witty points at which 

you all may laugh, 
With fillings-up so trashy that they're only 

half-and'half. 

So listen, &c. 

The piapbouse is a tavern, and 111 prove that 

the spectators, 
When time elapses 'tween the acts, are nothing 

less than waiters ; 
And when a ballet is produced — ^my simile 

ne'er stops — 
It is a preparation ft-om a quantity of hops. 

So listen, &c. • 

When actors for their salary they are inclined 

to hanker. 
The manager then gives a draught sometimes 

upon his banker ; 
And if his business runs dn/, of course it is no 

thumper. 
Yet when he gets an overflow, why, then he 

has a bumper. 

So listen, &c. 

All actors are called gentlemen — I'd bettei 

here be mum, 
S*or actors, if they're comic ones, we all say 

they are rum ; 
But if they are all gentlemen, why, I have 

^ many doubts — 
For, like a quartern^ they may have as many 
as three outs. 

So listen, &o. 
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The drama, too, bas mftny stars, who nightfy 

make a shine, 
In tragedy, it is well known, they're g^en 

muchU) tp(h)in€; 
They seem to strike such deadly blows, and do 

strange things for gain. 
They die at times, and groan, and sigh, which 

truly is sham pain. 

So listen, &c. 

In pantomime they oft have Punch, to tumble 

and to stmt ; 
And, then, a pantaloon they have, on purpose 
• for a buit. 

As these comparisons grow scarce, to leave off 

I have cause ; 
Yet I shall be contented with a small share of 

applause. 
And now I've done my song, why, Tm sure 

you all will say. 
That well I've proved a dram-shop's like 

the players and the play. 



X FAITH, I MUST BE IN LOVE. 

Music — at Ransford's. 

\ Faith, X must be in love, for I feel very queer, 
' And it's nervous I am when young Kathleen is 
near; 
For she's got such a way when she's looking^ at 

me — 
Oh, ray heart is lock'd up, and herself keeps 
the key ! 
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When I hear her sweet voice, my heart thrills 

with delight ; 
And when she's not with me, the day seems as 

night: 
In my dreams she appears as an angel above, 
And whispers my heart that I mast be in love. 

And it*s when I lie down all alone in my bed, 
'Tis nothing but Kathleen comes into my 

head; 
And so between thinking and dreaming I 

keep, 
That I lie wide aw^e all the time I'm asleep. 
Och, Kathleen ! " a cuishla," then, what will I 

do?— 
Through all the long nights I've been dreaming 



of you J 

it's lor 



For it's lonely I am, and that clearly must 

prove 
With Kathleen, the darling, I must be in love. 

Arrah, look at her figure, how graceful and 

slim I 
Her fond, beaming eye makes the bright stars 

look dim ; 
And her young rosy lips seem to ask for a kiss: 
Och, it's me that am dying to taste of their 

bUss! 
Her breath has the sweetness and freshness of 

morn, 
Her step, all the grace of the bounding young 

niwn; 
She is guileless and pure as the innocent dove- 
Faith, Kathleen, I know that I must be in love! 
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FM QUITE MY MOTHER'S PET. 

Mualo— «t Ransfotd's. 
Comb, tell me, hare you erer seen 

A fairer maid than I? 
A lighter step, a merrier smile, 

Or half so bright an eye? 
I saw that you wmired me. 

The moment that we met ; 
Excuse me if I speak too plain, 

Tm quite my mother's pet. 

Oh, dearly do I loTe to tease 

My pensive, sighing swain ; 
He leaves "for ever" once a-wcek, 

But always comes again. 
I flirt with every nice young man — 

My heart is not to let ; 
But that's of little consequence — 

Fm quite my mother's pet. 

Papa has friends to dine with him, 

Such nice old gentlemen ; 
I pin their 'kerchiefs to their coats. 

And laugh when they complain ; 
I slyly turn their "heads of hair," 

Of richest, blackest jet, 
And show the silv'ry locks beneath— 

I'm quite my motlier's pet. 

I pluck the gard'ner's fairest rose, 
I steal his much prized grapes ; 

And smile upon the dear md man, 
While be recounts my scrips. 
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Papa in vain wiU talk to me, 
I kiss, and hell forget ; 

For I mapr do just what I like 
rm qmte my mother's pet 



PHBENOLOGY. 

SUNG BY MR. 8. H. WYBROW. 
Music— at Wybrow's. 
Before this leotore I b^n, 

One word I beg to say. 
Which is, that all who hare not come 

No doubt have staid away ; 
I also beg yonll understana, 

This lecture's not the same 
As those that wives so ably give 

To make their spouses tame. 

Spoun— My dear Mr. Fig, will yon have the goodneu 
to take me to the Phrenology lecture ? — No, my love, 
I wont ; I get but very little rest already, and if you 
take any more lessons in lecturing, I shall get no 
sleep at all.— >Pray, papa, what is ft-ee-knowledgey ? I 
suppose, fi*om the name, it is what everybody blows. 
— Yes, my dear, everybody knows tliat nobody knows 
anything about it ; however, we will Just go and hear 
out of curiosity, because 

Phrenology now is in fashion, 

And fashions so soon change about ; 

Tho* men wear their heads for this season, 

ThOsUext they'll perhaps go without. 

Phrenology, vou all have heard, • 
Is tau^t from sundry bumps. 

Which on the head by nature grow, 
Or come from ugly thumps. 
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These bumps of nature wontremoye. 

Because they always last ; 
But aoeidental ones ytiJl go, 

When down the swelling's past. 

Spoken— Pray. Mr. Spuwem, as you're a doctor, can 
you teU me what to put on this great bump at the 
iack of my head?— Yes, Sir ; you had better put ow 
your hat, the next time your wffe takes the broom ; 
and you should tell all your friends to come and hear 
my lectures, because 

Phrenology now is in ftishion, &c. 

Young ladies, if you fatt in \oye, 

And dad quite fierce should be, 
*Tis very plain yOu must /a// out. 

In case yon can't agree. 
Now, little girls, Tm going to state 

A fact, depend upon it — 
That when your heads are bigger grown, 

You'll want a larger bonnet 

gpoKBN— O dear, mama, I'm sure my bonnet's groWn too 
small ; Miss Leghorn's last nefw one is twice as large, 
and keeps flapphig against her nose at every step. — 
My lore, I can't afford you another yet; we iQn^ 
have your old one ttumed.— La, ma' I it was torfied 
last summer, you know.— Never mind, my dear, we'll 
turn it again; 'one good turn deeervet another.' V9^ 
we talk of turning, suppose we take a turn and hear 
the lectures on phrenology, because 

Phrendogy now is in fashioo, &c. 

Your son, you say, is twenty-two. 
And knows not what to oe; 

Why, if you let him wait a yeur, 
He'll then be twenty-three. 
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And now, my friends, I'd recommend, 
To make your fntmpe quite plain, 

That all your noddles should be shaded, 
Before we meet again. 

Spoksm — ^Ladies and gentlemen, we have now almost 
■ finished this lecture, because we have nearly got to 
the end of It. I shall g^ve yon one more example : 
you see these wooden blocks ; one being much the 
smallest, it' naturally follows that the other must be 
the largest ; and if you measure them, you will find 
it to be exactly as I state : however strange this may 
appear, it is nothing to what we shall show you in a 
few more lectures* oeeauae 

Discoveries daily are making, 

And soon the result of our labour 

May teach you to take off your head. 

And mfUce an exchange with your neighbour. 



FASHIONABLE INTELLIGENCE. 

SUNG BT MR. HENRY AND MR. J. W. 8HARPE. 
Ahr— "The BiUstlcker." 

|7o doubt, you read court circulars and 

fashionable intelligence — 
What folks are doing in high life, their soirees, 

balls, and elegance ; 
A sprinkle of intelligence in low life Vh infuse 

you, 
And blend them both together — ^p'rhaps the 

contrast may amuse you. 
Oh dear, oh! 
Fashionable intelligence is all the go. 
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Prince Albert and the Queen embraced the 

fineness of the weather ; 
Mr. Snooks and Mend took short pipes and a 

short walk out together. 
The Prince of Wales was taken out this 

morning for an airin? ; 
"*" " alkei 



And Mrs. Stubbs, of Walker's Court, this 
3h dear, &c. 



morning went out chairing. 
Oh 



There is no truth that fits of gout have seized 

the earl of Stanhope ; 
Nor yet that Mr. Jinkins means to give his 

tater-can up. 
As a summer's residence. Earl Grey tiie Isle 

of Wight has fixed on ; 
Mr. Downy's left the New Cut, for a month or 

two at Brixton. 

Oh dear, &c. 

Last night Bubini made his g^and debut in 

Puritani ; 
Bill Stagg came out in Lambeth Walk, and 

sung the mob "Kate Kami/.'* 
Mr. Jones led to the altar Miss Page this 

morning gaily ; 
John Ketch led Mr. Daniel Good to the halter 

at the Bailey. 

Oh dear, &c 

Lord Rivers has removed to his villa for the 

season ; 
Mr. Sponge has left his lodgings, for a very 

special reason, 
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Miss Wiggins paid a visit to her uncle's^ rather 

showy, 
This afternoon, and left her best flat-iron for 

e^joey. 

Oh dear, &c. 

Poll Mag^t had an interview with the Honour- 

able Mr. Norton ; 
Deaf Burke and Johnny Hannan tossM each 

other for a quartern. 
Lord Stanley had an interview with the noble 

Count St. Valli ; 
Master Buggins tossed the pieman at the end of 

Cranboume Alley. 

Oh dear, &c. 

Prince Albert shot twelve brace of game, on 

the royal grounds, this morning ; 
Mrs. Hookit shot the moon last night, without a 

moment's warning. 
Mr. Sykes transacted business in Cold Bath 

Fields this day, sirs. 
And pick'd the usual quantity of oakum quite 

au fait, sirs. 
f|. Oh dear, &c. 

Mr. Dusty his legs houour*d with clean stock- 
ings, quite the kicky ; 

Mr^ Banks this morning honoured his fall 
bosom with a dicky. 

Excuse my winding up my news in a off-hand 
sort of manner ; 

But Miss Tubbs has sold her mangle — yes, and 
bought a new planar. 

Oh dear, &c. 
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O, KUDDIER THAN THE CHERRY I 

Mualo^at D'Almabie And Co.*t. 

Recitative. 

I RAGE ! I melt ! I burn ! 
The feeble God lias stabb*d me to the heart I 
Thou trusty pine, prop of my godlike steps, 

I lay thee by. 
Bring me an hundred reeds, of decent erowth, 
To make a pipe f6r my capacious mouth; 
In soft, encnanting accents let me breathe 
Sweet Galatea's beauty, and my love. 

Air. 

O, ruddier than the cherry ! 
O, sweeter than the berry I 
O nymph, more bright than moonshine night, 
uke kidlings, blythe and merry. 

Ripe as the melting cluster, 
Ko lily has such lustre; 
Yet hard to tame as raging flame, 

And fierce as storms that bluster, •# 



\ 
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t A spell is hanging o'er me 
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J. Il A wedding-day's miseries 
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, Adieu, my native-land, adieu 
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Aerial steam-party. 






. 272 


. 1 Aileen Asthore 
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'Albert and Geraldine . 
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All is lost now 
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All's weU . 
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^Amidst the myrtles 
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Angel of peace 
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Page 
Apology for a song .... 140 

Arad steed 225 

Auld lang syne 64 

Auld Robin Gray . . . . .145 
Awake, sweet love . . . • . S43 
Away, away; to the mountain's brow • 80 

Banner of war. 201 

Banners of blue 165 

Banks of Allan Water ... . .198 
Barney Buntline ..... 27 

Baron Bohmbig 295 

Bay of Biscay . ... 62 

Be a good boy, and take care of yourself 92 
Beautiful Dinah ..... 250 

Beautiful eyes 22 

Beautiful Thames 70 

Beautiful Venice ... . . .173 

Behind yon hills, where Lugar flows . 109 
Ben Block was a veteran ... 83 

Bid me discourse 202 

Black-eyed Susan 41 

Boys of Kilkenny . . . . .27 

Cease your funning • . . . 187 

Come with me to fairy-land . . . 369 

Come, come, all noble souls . ... 204 

Come unto these yellow sands • . 205 
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Come, weave the laurel-wreath for her 

Commercial-trayeller 

Com-riggs . . 

Could a man be secure . 

Crabbed age and youth . 

Cranboume-allej Sarah . 

Cricket-match 



Darby Kelly .... 

Dai^hter of Israel . 

Dear Chloe, come give me sweet kisses 

Death of Abercrombie . 

I>i8banded yeoman's lament . 

Do not mingle 

Don't be angry, mother . 

Don't tell the governor . 

Xk>r8etshire-house . 

Drams and the dram% . 

Drink to me only with thine eyes 



Ellen Loraine. 
England, the land of the oak 
Ere around the huge oak 
Exile of Erin. 
Fairies* invitation . 
Siith, I must be in love . 
Farewelf-to Houndsditch. 
Farewell to the mountain 
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Farewell, my trim-built wberry 

Fashionable intelligence . 

Fire and water 

Flowers of the forest 

Flow, O my tears . 

Flow, tbow regal purple stream 

Freemasonry . 

Freemasons' lodge . 

Friendship and love 

From thee, Eliza, I must go 

Fuddle thy nose 



Gallant Tom . 
George BamweU . 
Get up and bar the door. 
Gipsy's glee . 
Gipsy-king . 
Gipsy-queen . 
Gipsy-tent 
Glorious Apollo . 
God save the Queen 
Going out a-shooting . 
Green grow the rashes, O 
Grenadier 
Guy Fawkes . 

Had I a heart. 
Hail, smiling Mom. 
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Hall, qneen of night .... 349 

Hark, the bonnj Ohrist Chinroh beUs . 189 

Hark, the goddess Diana ... 59 

Hark, the lark 268 

Hence, clouds, away .... 350 

Here in cool grot 223 

Here*s a health . . . . 218 
Here's a health to sweet Erin. . .141 

Here's a health to thee, Tom Moore . 267 

Here's to the maiden .... 94 

He was famed 269 

Highland Mary 137 

Highland minstrel-boy .... 126 
Hppe told a flattering tale . . .131 

Hot codlins 220 

How happy could I be with either w 57 

How sad it is to say farewell . . . 292 

How sweet in the woodlands . . . 205 

Hunter of Tyrol 228 

I caught her tear at parting ... 69 

I know a bank 219 

I love her 201 

I loYe, I love the night .... 36 

I love the maid for loving me. . . 61 

I love the stream 276 

I never said that I had loved . . . 288 

X tara*d away and wept ... 95 
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Just pubiUthed, in Reyal d2mo., gilt edges^ and 
splendidly emblazoned^ uniform with thi9 

DIPROSE'S 
COSmC SONG BOOK. 

The Proprietor has the pleasure of an- 
nouncing to the trade and the public generally, 
that he has entered, at a considerable expense) 
intaan arrangement with Mr. Pubday, Mosio 
Publisher, St. Paul*s Ohurdijard, for the sole 
and exclusive rig^t of publishing the wards 
of all his much admired .and justiv celebrated 
Comic Songs. These, with a number of other 
highly popular productions of the Comic Muse 
(the copyr^hts of which are the sole proper^ 
of the JPubhsher and Proprietor), togetner with 
all the most renownea Nesro Melodies at 
present singing in New Tore, Philaddphia, 
Boston, and the other principal cities of tlw 
United States, will be published in one Volume 
uniform with the 'Hoy al Song Book,' to which 
indeed it will form a by no means unappro- 
priate companion. 

It is ccHifidently anticipated that this petU 
bijou yviU supply what has long been a de- 
sideratum in the musical world, and also that 
its general eompleteness will amply satisfy the 
wishes of the taughter-loving public. 

N.B,—The words of all songs in this Colkc 
turn nuiy be reUed u^on as correct, none being 
inserted without vermission, and aU being printA 
from the originm ccpy. 

London: J. DIPKOSE, 312, Strand. 
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